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ON THE TOWN 

CLERMONT FERRAND 



Ken Stockman, Iron Worker, 
Survived His Heart Attack 

Most heart attack victims now survive first at- 
tacks. And three out of four who do, go back 
to their jobs - some even to rugged jobs. 

Heart Fund dollars invested in research 
helped make this progress possible through 
advances in diagnosis, treatment and 
rehabilitation. 

But heart attack still kills 500,000 in the 
U.S. annually. Fight this Number 1 killer 
with the best weapon you have — a generous 
gift to your Heart Fund volunteer. 

HEART FUND 

Presented as a public service by the publishers 


It presents itself as a curious mixture of New 
Orleans, Greenwich Village and the Barbary Coast. 
The decor is not quite gaslight, nor is it precisely elec- 
tric, and there is an air of garters and tassels in the 
intimate glow of a jukebox. 

But out of its utter heterogeneity comes a singu- 
larity and an enchantment all its own, making it NOT 
merely another dim-lit bar with checkered tablecloths 
just because there are checkered tablecloths on the 
tables. 

The banjo music is provided from Wednesday 
through Sunday by an exciting group known as the 
Banjokers. On Monday and Tuesday evening the 
Red Onion Minstrels take over. As a side light garters 
may be purchased at the Red Onion for 35 cents. 

“Banjoism” is the latest craze sweeping the country 
and the Red Onion is the first of what we are sure 
will be many banjo parlors in New York City. 

There is a place in town where people can go to eat 
goober peas, listen to music and sing off key. 

It is a Banjo Palace called the Red Onion, recently 
opened near the corner of 82nd Street and Second 
Avenue by a young man named Bob Sproull who 
bought both the idea and the fact of a banjo palace 
to the East Coast from the far west where it has been 
a familiar and popular kind of entertainment for a 
long time. 

The Red Onion is the first of its kind for the City of 
New York. Like most bars, it has a double character. 
This one possesses a quiet comfortableness in the late 
afternoon and early evening, and a garrulous, carnival 
charm any time from 9:00 P.M., when the banjos 
begin, until the 4:00 A.M. closing. 

The interior reflects a domain lying somewhere be- 
tween 1900 and tomorrow morning. It is dark without 
darkness ; small without being little, and the walls are 
hung with pictures of ships and maiden aunts. 
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Why men in Accounting, Banking, Sales, 
Credit, Real Estate, Traffic, Insurance, 
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JUST ONE MORE TIME 


Some jazz artists have been around 
the scene so long they tend to be 
either taken for granted or relegated 
to an obscure and easily overlooked 
corner. If a musician who started in 
the days of New Orleans or Chicago 
or Kansas City is still alive and 
playing, his present style is taken 
for granted, and the listener may 
forget that he went through a long 
appi'enticeship to evolve it. If he is 
dead or inactive, it’s easy to dismiss 
his contributions as having no re- 
lationship with the current expres- 
sion of jazz. Which, of course, is a 
huge mistake. Any artist who helped 
jazz get where it is today is worth 
listening to; sometimes to get a 
perspective on what’s going on now, 
and more often, surprisingly, for 
sheer, timeless enjoyment. 

The late Jack Teagarden was one 
of these enduring influences. In a 
career that began in the nineteen 
twenties, he was influenced by the 
style of his time, and worked with 
it to evolve a mature approach to 
trombone jazz that is still having 
reverberations. There is supposed to 
be a legend that he was always 
unique, that from the time he put a 
trombone to his lips he had the 
Teagarden sound. Considering he 
started at seven, this would have 
been a feat indeed. He absorbed all 
the good jazz around him, discarded 
(.even when he was forced to work 
with) the meretricious and cheap, 
and came up with a warm, intense 
and completely honest feeling for 
what the trombone could do. It was 
this integrity of feeling that made 
him such a great and long-lasting 
influence. A survey album, covering 
the years from 1928 to 1940, traces 
him through some high spots and a 
couple of lows: JACK TEAGAR- 
DEN, KING OF THE BLUES 
TROMBONE (Epic SN 6044, 
$11.98). The three discs are a pot 
pourri of Teagarden solos, Teagar- 
den with his own band, Teagarden 
with other bands, and, best of all, 
a lot of Teagarden singing. “That’s 
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SHOW BUSINESS 

MIRIAM BENEDICT 


What I Like About You” has never 
been heard till it’s heard as tossed 
back and forth by Teagarden and 
Fats Waller. Folk singers who think 
they discovered “Careless Love” 
should listen to the way Teagarden 
delivers it. Some of the band ar- 
rangements, of necessity, sound a 
little jumpy and four-square, but it 
doesn’t really matter. Jack Tea- 
garden always emerges as himself, 
unclassifiable and great. 

Gene Krupa attained a fame prob- 
ably unequalled by any other drum- 
mer in the history of jazz. A good 
part of it was showmanship, but 
more of it was a technique on w.hich 
he never stopped improving. Two 
survey albums of his work have 
recently been issued, both showing 
conclusively that Krupa really earned 
his place as a jazz idol. They are 
THE ESSENTIAL GENE KRUPA 
(Verve V-8571, $4.98) and DRUM- 
MIN’ MAN (Columbia C2L 29, 
$7.98) . The two-disc Columbia album 
ranges from 1938 to 1949; the Verve 
album leans more toward the con- 
temporary Krupa. He was always 
preoccupied with adanceable rhythm, 
keeping the beat clean and sharp 
and untricked, and it is fascinating 
to listen to this pervading influence 
in everything he touched. For in- 
stance, the Columbia album has a 
track called “Massachusetts” in 
which Anita O’Day sticks strictly to 
what is being beaten out behind her. 
To those familiar only with the in- 
dependent Anita of today this should 
be proof positive of the overwhelm- 
ing importance of rhythm, when 
handled by Krupa. (She appears, by 
the way, in both albums.) Gene, too, 
moved into different spheres; in a 
wildly tricked-up arrangement by 
Gerry Mulligan of “Disc Jockey 
Jump” on the Verve record, he han- 
dles what sounds like improvisatory 
rhythms with enthusiasm, as if he 
welcomed a fresh challenge. There 
is plenty of big band stuff in both 
collections, but the real treat is in 
listening to him subtly point up 


small combos; when he isn’t driving 
them wild, that is, with his relent- 
less beat, which sometimes sounds 
like four, if not six, arms going. 

A singer whose early work ab- 
solutely mustn’t be lost sight of is 
Ray Charles. Charles has spread a 
lot of weight around as songwriter, 
piano player and arranger, in all of 
which fields he’s valuable; but his 
great contribution has been his pe- 
culiar, funky singing style. Other 
singers have moved in from the 
rhythm and blues field to the jazz 
scene, but none with the immediate 
impact or the broadening influence 
of Ray Charles. What weights the 
scales in his favor is not technique 
(others are far more polished) or 
vocal ease (he cracks at the most 
unexpected times) but that rarest of 
qualities: absolute sincerity. He be- 
lieves in what he sings, how he sings 
it, and most important, in reaching 
his audience. All of this came 
through raw in his early recordings. 
Some of it has been distilled and 
refined through the subsequent 
years, some of it dissipated over his 
many activities. A collection of Ray 
Charles has been put out in two 
volumes by Atlantic; Volume One 
has some of the greatest Charles 
ever recorded. THE RAY CHARLES 
STORY, VOLUME ONE (Atlantic 
8063, $3.98) contains goodies like 
“Mess Around,” “Losing Hand” and 
the affecting “I’ve Got A Woman.” 
These early tapes had total impact; 
maybe they weren’t jazz as accepted 
by some of the more exalted circles, 
but they were bluesy, gutsy, and a 
breakthrough for the Ray Charles 
influence. 

Usually “collection” records, the 
kind that contain samplings of vari- 
ous artists, are more an irritating, 
inconclusive hodge-podge of un- 
related sounds than a genuine at- 
tempt at anthology. On the rare 
occasions when the record companies 
find a theme and follow through, the 
reward may be a comprehensive feel- 
ing of whatever segment of jazz 


they’re surveying. One such attempt 
is GROOVY GOODIES (Prestige 
7298, $4.98) and for the most part it 
comes off well. This label has always 
concentrated on solid core jazz, on 
the people who make it the way they 
like it. Miles Davis, for instance, re- 
corded his early, all-time classic 
“Dig” in the great DIGGIN’ WITH 
THE MILES DAVIS SEXTET 
(Prestige 7281, $4.98). “Dig” here 
is a little cut, but still an indication 
of what was to come, for both Davis 
and jazz. John Coltrane, who is by 
no means everybody’s idea of a saxo- 
phonist, but who is certainly a great 
influence, is heard in “Stardust.” 
Listen and draw your own conclu- 
sions. There is also Sonny Stitt, who 
influenced Coltrane, and the inter- 
weaving of influence goes on when 
Sonny blows his tenor sax in combi- 
nation with the funky, bluesy organ 
of Brother Jack McDuff. Some of 
this and other selections on the disc 
were recorded more than ten years 
ago, yet they point unmistakably in 
the direction of what’s happening in 
jazz today. 

Columbia has gotten together a 
collection of more or less “third 
stream” music, bundled together in 
an album titled OUTSTANDING 
JAZZ COMPOSITIONS OF THE 
20th CENTURY (Columbia C2S 
831, $9.96). The two records of this 
album bring together such appar- 
ently unrelated names as J. J. John- 
son, Gunther Schuller and Charlie 
Mingus. Among others. What these 
people have in common is the courage 
to experiment, even if they know per- 
fectly well they won’t always succeed 
in getting their message clear. Yet it 
really pays to listen to, for instance, 
Mingus’ deeply felt composition 
“Revelations” with Art Farmer 
muting his usually passionate trum- 
pet and Bill Evans losing some of 
his coolness on the piano. To those 
who have known only the icono- 
clastic Mingus, this whole perform- 
ance is a — for want of a better word 
— revelation. It’s no surprise to find 
George Russell in this company, 
since he’s so original and so tasteful 
he has to be included in any album 
that makes any pretensions to the 
best of the moderns. Also Duke 
Ellington. The album will be valuable 
primarily for those who think third 
stream music is a little too esoteric, 
too far away from the mainstream 
of jazz. Quite the contrary; and to 
hear and appreciate the great in- 
fluence it has had on the whole jazz 
development, to listen to what is 
now taken for granted, and to listen 
to it in its original form, hear prac- 
tically anything in this album. 
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ROBERT FONTAINE 

motels in honor of the god of Love; the short stay in 
these enchanted cubicles for the purpose of ritual wor- 
ship before Eros, has become so commonplace an Amer- 
ican phenomenon that it seems to be odd no one has 
come forth with suggestions as to dignified and gracious 
behavior in these temples. 

As one who has casually carved his initials in floors 
of highway love nooks in all parts of the continent, I 
intend to remedy the omission. 

I suggest, for example, that in the matter of registra- 
tion some imagination should be used. The usual Mr. and 
Mrs. Jones of Topeka, Kansas or John Smith and wife, 

I Elberon, New Jersey is tiresome after a while and may, 
in some cases, arouse suspicion. There are just so many 
Joneses and Smiths running around having a ball and 
six or seven of them fleetingly popping into a motel 
just does not seem right. 



DRIVE-IN 
SEX 
MADE EASY 


Furthermore it does an injustice to any real Joneses 
and Smiths who are hopefully darting around register- 
ing as Mr. and Mrs. Robert Brown. 

My own tendency is to be poetic and cultured about 
the matter. I usually register as Lord Byron and Lady 
Byron or Brigham Young and wives, or even Mumet Ali 
Wadi and following. On rare occasions this causes a 
little confusion. I have found the less popular names to 
be more discreet. I made the mistake of registering as 
John Paul Jones and wife once and was besieged by 
interested spectators wishing autographs and nautical 
advice. My worst time, however, was when I wrote down, 
in a moment of actual worship, Frederic Chopin and 
wife. (The girl' was a French-Pole with big hands and 
I thought it appropriate) . The only hitch was that I had 
to spend most of the evening playing the Etude in A 
Major until I was so exhausted the most I could do on 
bedding down was to sing a little before falling into a 
sound and, to my companion, I imagine, disappointing, 
slumber. 

I suggest imagination here, but caution. 

Then there is the matter of ducking in and ducking 
out. There may be, in fact there are, times when one 
simply cannot spend the entire night in a motel room. 
There are husbands arriving home from lodge meetings, 
hunting trips and conventions. ( They can’t stay over- 
night, usually, either). 

While one cannot always be gracious enough to ap- 
pear legitimate and sleep until morn, one can, at least, 
give the place a semblance of having been used. 

Before leaving, then, I suggest it is polite and soothes 
the feelings of the proprietor and any local authorities 


who may be sober and working, if, for example, the 
other bed is well ruffled and some bread crumbs and bits 
of chocolate bars well distributed. 

Chairs may be moved about as if they had been occu- 
pied to read or watch television. Little bits of tooth- 
paste and shaving cream may be left on the glass shelves 
in the bathroom to simulate domestic activity. A darn- 
ing needle and some yarn stuck somewhere strategically 
adds to the charming illusion. 

I often leave behind, purposely, a very blurred photo- 
graph of a woman and two small children, whose 
photographs I have printed at small expense by the 
thousands. It gives the stay a tender air the motel 
manager can use to warm his worried heart. 

Walls of most motels are thin and sound carries so it 
is well to be as quiet as possible under the circumstances. 
In fact, in many states, the laws against disturbing the 
peace are more stringent than those against adultery. 
However, the real reason for maintaining restraint is 
the graciousness and good breeding it implies. If the 
participants are usually highly vocal in combat possibly 
some technique can be employed that deadens the noise. 
In some cases I have found myself entangled, not 
unhappily, with a girl who simply must give out with 
Wagnerian sounds under stimulation. In these cases I 
have found that pulling the blankets and sheets over 
our heads for a few minutes does the trick very nicely. 
(Turning the radio or TV on full force may help but 
much of the dialogue is distressing and one can rarely 
be at one’s best regarding l’amour when someone is 
bleating about acid indigestion or high colonic irri- 
tation. 

Sneaking out a couple of hours after entering does 
not really present a problem because other occupants as 
well as the owner or manager usually think you are off 
to a bar or are going to attend a drive-in movie to 
remember old times when the whole thing was much 
more complicated. 

In order, nevertheless, to be on the safe side, I sug- 
gest one walk out with his head high and his chest 
thrown out, calling loudly to the girl involved, “This is 
the last time I’ll take you on a business trip. Next time 
you stay home with your mother!” or some like insult 
that immediately suggests the combatants are well- 
married. 

Finally, there is the matter of clothing. I suppose, in 
many instances, the whole thing is arranged with such 
a burst of passionate speed that clothing is not neces- 
sary. However, I find my companion is usually most 
grateful for the fact that I always carry in the trunk 
of my car several sheer nightgowns of the most popu- 
lar sizes, for instance. (Anyone who takes an unpopular 
size is not likely to be with me). I also carry a certain 
amount of lingerie and several pairs of stockings. 
Stockings have a bad habit of running in motels, pos- 
sibly because of the prevalance of knotty pine panelling. 
Finally I am well supplied with the better colognes 
and perfumes, slippers and gauze masks in case of 
sudden head colds. 

I’m certain this does not cover every possible situ- 
ation but it is a beginning. I know there are those 
gauche characters who are simply hastily after what 
they are after and take no thought for good manners 
and graciousness. I hope I have even reached a few of 
these. They are the ones who give motels and love a bad 
name. They are also the ones who cause the constable 
to come around knocking at doors. 

Remember, a good lover always thinks of his com- 
panion first; with a husband it is just the opposite. In 
short, do what you will but just keep it tidy and quiet. 
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Texans claim to have the biggest 
and best of everything. Tell a man 
from Houston or El Paso a story, 
and you can bet your boots he’ll 
top it. When they talk about Lise 
Peterson, and they do, it's no tall 
tale. The blonde New Zealand im- 
port is the biggest thing to hit Texas 
since the Spindletop gusher. Her re- 
cent arrival in the Lone Star State 
was noted by top society columnists 
who recognized good copy when 
they saw it. Lise will probably 
continue to be a four-star item as 
she models her way around the 
state - from Nieman Marcus to 
Sakowitz to Gus Mayer. Everybody 
wants her. But not everybody can 
have her. You have to be a DUDE. 
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a p DCVIMC This presidential year has been a milestone in American 
r\. i\. UC V UNO history. The reason does not lie in the identities of the 
men who have received their party’s nomination ; or because the 
Democrats may be in or the Republicans out. Though the names 
and faces of officeholders change, the truth behind them remains ever 
constant. The really significant point about the political year of 
1961, is that for the first time in American history, a woman has 
had the courage to announce that she thinks she ought to be president. 
Senator Margaret Chase Smith of Maine has laid it on the 
line, and it is difficult to fault her. For if women run the country, 
why shouldn't one of them live in the White House. 
That women do run the United States is beyond question. They boss 
their husbands; they control their children ; they handle the door to door 
salesmen and manage the household . accounts. It has been calcu- 
lated that they are responsible . for some 70 per cent of the purchase of 
goods. They also own well over half the country’s stocks and bonds, partly by 
nipping their husbands for fat divorce settlements, and partly by driv- 
ing those who hang on into a premature grave, and thus collecting on the 
estate. There are woman judges, company directors, engineers and brain 
surgeons. In present day America, the only real advantage men possess over 


women is bigger biceps. 
Now it may be argued that women are politically ignorant ; we are all 
familiar with the party situation where the men retreat to one corner and 
debate affairs of state while women retreat to another and gab about 
babies. Possibly they should never have been given the vote. But this is a 
_ shaky argument since any Democrat considers all Republicans to be po- 
litical imbeciles and wishes they didn’t have a vote either — and vice versa, 
hi fact, no one has come out against Senator Smith’s candidacy on the 
grounds that she’s a woman. For no one would have the nerve to tell 


the truth. There are only two reasons why a woman will not be sent 
to the White House. The first is based on hyprocisy — - men are afraid to con- 
cede that a woman could do the job. And the second is based on petty envy. 

_ American women simply could not bear the thought that a member of 
their own sex had been elected president. They’ve spent their lives buying 
unnecessary hats, wall-to-wall carpeting, and electric stirrers for instant cof- 
fee in order to keep up with the Jones woman next door. But keeping 
up until a President Jones would be impossible. And as American women 
possess more than half of the vote — like everything else — Senator Smith’s 


candidacy was doomed from the start. 
But suppose we cut through the hypocrisy and the envy, and consider 
rationally whether there is any good reason why Senator Smith — or any 
other woman — should not be president. What do we actually expect our 
presidents to do? Remember first of all that Senator Smith is a Re- 
publican and therefore committed to the principle that the federal govern- 
ment should do as little as possible. Senator Smith is as capable of doing 
nothing as any man, even President Eisenhower, though he was admittedly 
a master of the art. We also like our presidents to be father figures. 
Senator Smith could not be a father figure. But she would make 
a fine mother figure; and motherhood is a lot more important to 
Americans than fatherhood. (continued on page 24) 
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TARZAN 

iiSTi THE 

GIRLS ©F 

CAMBODIA 


Well, Tarzan finally got the hell 
out of Africa. He kissed Jane good- 
bye, patted Simba the Lion on the 
head, grabbed hold of a vine 
swung off for the Far East. When 
he got to Cambodia he found that 
some people - girls mostly — can 
really swing and still stay on the 
ground. And since Cambodia is also 
full of virgin forest and beautiful 
virgins, Tarzan and his buddy Woody 
Strode decided to stay and make a 
movie. Meanwhile, back in central 
Africa Jane was already writing nas- 
ty “Come back — all is forgiven” let- 
ters’. . . 

The girls of Cambodia should give 
poor old Jane good reason to head 
for the nearest witch doctor — they 
are an unusual combination of child- 
like innocence and womanly sensu- 
ality. The girls had never seen any- 
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thing quite like Mahoney's brawn be- 
fore, so it would take more than evil 
spirits to scare them off. Lost in for- 
eign wilds, the great white hunter 
who never missed a track gave in to 
the girl scouts beckoning hands and, 
like a bronzed giant Pied Piper, led 
many happy sightseeing tours. Ma- 
honey had a tough time keeping up 
his jungle hard guy image with so 
many voluptuous chicks twittering 
around him all the time. He had help, 
though. Strode, also no 90-lb. weak- 
ling, managed to take a few girls off 
Mahoney’s hands. Like, there were 
more than enough to go around. 


The trip, besides being a gas, 
was educational. Strode and Ma- 
honey taught their clever playmates 
how to win at poker — they hadn’t 
planned on them winning, but they 
caught on fast. Somehow, between 
movie making and swimming and 
fishing and so on, they found time 
for language lessons. Many of the 
girls speak French and English, so 
were ready and willing to teach the 
boys their language. After work, the 
stars and crew were treated to dif- 
ferent native dishes, accompanied 
by the local rice brew. When it was 
all over, Tarzan discovered he hadn't 
missed his old treehouse one bit. 




I 
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GORDON ROTHWELI.:?;:: 

the British corvette, H.M.S. REDGRAVE, steamed out 
of Hong Kong early this month in search of missing film 
producer Max Rabble and his location company, an an- 
xious movie-going public has waited in silence for some 
word. This week THE REDGRAVE picked up several 
excited Polynesian fishermen off the Tonga Trench. 
These native boys had in their possession a champagne 
bottle filled with torn pages from a handwritten diary. 
These notes were flown by Air France from Tahiti to 
MAGNUM STUDIOS in Culver City, California, where 
the handwriting was positively identified as that of 
movie mogul Rabble. By special permission — and in the 
public interest — we are pleased to clear up the mystery 
of the disappearing film company of FROM HELL TO 
YOKOHAMA and to publish the last knoivn words of 
America’s greatest cinematic nabob . . .) 

APRIL 28TH — Against my better judgment, I left my 
St. Tropez villa and motored to Cannes for the Inter- 
national Film Festival. I guess an old warhorse like me 
just can’t stay away from the track — even after banish- 
ment. Besides, that Peking Duck at the Carleton was 
always my downfall. After watching the screening of 
the American entry, I sought out a little boite in Vieux 
Port. But — as always — I can never get far enough 
away. A pesky little flack from MAGNUM STUDIOS 
sought me out as I was sipping my dram of Drambuie. 
He said his name was Blahfogel. It fit. 

“Max, baby,” he whispered, pulling up a chair quickly, 
“I got it!” 

“Please,” I said, lowering my glass, “you’re blocking 
my view of the harbor lights. It’s really quite intoxi- 
cating.” 

“Harbor — schmarbor, Maxie,” Blahfogel told me, 
“you can see that anytime. But this script I got in me 
hands — that’s a once-in-a-lifetime proposition.” 

“Uhhh, Blahfogel-” 

“Just call me Irving, sweetheart.” 

“Irving, I don’t think I’d be interested in—” 

I tried to leave, but Irving buzzed around me like a 
berserk moth. He shoved me back into my seat and 
placed a large, red moroccan-bound manuscript on the 
checkered tablecloth before me. 

“That,” Irving announced, “is your ticket back to 
the top. rt’s got a working title of : SAND AND BLOOD, 
but we might get sued by Fox. Somebody told me it’s 
too close to something they did once. But don’t let that 
worry you, Maxie. Titles is my specialty. It’s the meat 
that counts, right? And this baby’s got everything. Man, 
it’s the whole war in the Pacific — from Pearl Harbor 
to the surrender. Seven-and-one-half hours of schmaltz. 


“Listen, kiddo,” Irving whispered hoarsely, “nobody 
else in the world could handle this job. The brass back 
in Hollywood knows that. Believe me. They want you 
to come up to Paris for a pow-wow. Everybody who 
counts is gonna be there — even some old moneybags 
from Zurich. War stuff is goin’ great, baby. This thing 
can beat ’em all: GUNS OF NAVARONE, THE 
LONGEST DAY, THE VICTORS . . . This is gonna 
be the war movie to end all war movies!” 

I knew I should say no. I had a feeling about this one. 

My horoscope indicated this was not a week for taking 
on new ventures. But I couldn’t keep my trembling 
fingers from reaching toward the script. I ordered an- 
other round of drinks and slowly began to read. 

MAY 5TH — Script is talk, nothing but talk. For a good 
war movie you have to have hot love and violence. Any- 
body knows that. Writers are always wanting to sit 
around and dream up long passages of philosophy and 
theme. What gets the public away from the bars and 
TV sets is gore, sex, and action. I told the bankers that 
in Paris yesterday. I got a standing ovation. I feel good. 

I think I’m on my way again. One little banker from 
Geneva relit my cigar (extinguished by my own tears) 
and assured me I would have complete authority over 
the film I’m now calling FROM HELL TO YOKOHAMA. 
MAGNUM officials in Hollywood are cool to my grasp 
of authority (naturally), but they are remaining silent 
thus far. I have decided to direct the American GI and 
Marine sequences myself, since Kazan, Zinnemann, 
Huston, Lean, Wilder, Wyler, Lumet, Robson and Wise 
were all committed to other productions. Have written 
to Sol Scoobas at MAGNUM for some advice about the 
Japanese sequences in the movie. 

MAY 20TH — Got wire from Sol in Hollywood today: 
DEAR MAXIE 

PLEASE FLY TOKYO TO SEE DIRECTOR 
SHINBON AT TOE-HOLD STUDIOS STOP 
SEEMS INTERESTED IN MAGNUM PROJECT 
STOP MIGHT DO JAP SEQUENCES IF 
HANDLED RIGHT STOP HAVE CABLED 
HIM TO EXPECT YOU WITH DRAFT OF 
SCRIPT STOP 

GOOD LUCK, SOL 

MAY 23RD — Raining hard as jet landed in Tokyo, but 
we all managed to outrun the screaming mob of chanting 
students, except an associate producer I was going to _ 
fire anyhow — and one of my writers. I have always told JQ 
my writers to remember that they are expendable . . . 
so he was prepared for what happened to him, I’m sure. 
Had to wait on the set at TOE-HOLD STUDIOS 


Wham-o!” 

“In case you are not aware of the fact,” I told the 
little man beside me, “I am box-office poison. Banished. 
Kaput. Out. I haven’t done a feature in over seven years. 
The boy-genius is just a busted balloon, a puff of smoke 
in the wind.” 


while Director Shinbon finished up his latest samurai 
opus. He is a funny, little beggar who wears a rumpled, 
inverted sailor hat, long white denim bermudas, and 
wooden sandals on the set. Marvelous command of every- 


thing though. We all stood open-mouthed during 


a sequence where 5,000 Mongol horsemen clash with _ 
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WOMAN 

PRESIDENT 

( Continued from page 17) 

A president — especially a Repub- 
lican president — also has other vital- 
ly important functions. First of all, 
he has to explain regularly to the 
people that a government is like a 
family; it can’t spend more money 
than it takes in, otherwise it will go 
broke. On this subject, a woman can 
speak with authority because she has 
spent her life spending the family’s 
money and spending more than her 
husband earns. By doing so, she has 
proved that a family can, in fact, 
spend more than the husband brings 
home. That is the basis of the mod- 
ern American economy which is 
known as going into debt; and the 
result has been fifteen years of 
steady boom. At the same time (the 
argument gets complex here but pol- 
itics is complex -very complex), a 
president also has to explain that if 
people don’t spend money, the econ- 
omy will go bust — that was the 
argument behind the tax cut. There 
is a contradiction here, but then one 
of a president’s major talents must 
be the ability to contradict himself. 
And there women excel. They are un- 
equalled at confusing issues. Any 
trained wife can explain in one 
breath exactly why she must have 
a new dress while there is no money 
for her husband to buy a pair of 
socks. Just imagine the scene where 
President Smith appears on tele- 
vision to explain why the country 
must cut down on its spending and 
also spend more. There isn’t a hus- 
band in the United States who 
wouldn’t lean back with a sigh of 
relief at the familiarity of it all. He 
would feel completely at home. He’s 
been through it for years. 

The president must also goad the 
people to work harder. “Increased 
productivity per man-hour” (per 
man hour, observe) — that is the con- 
stant cry. Who could cry it more 
convincingly than a woman? For the 
past two hundred years, American 
women have been goading their men 
to work harder. In fact, the main 
reason why this country is the rich- 
est in the world is that the women 
have been flogging their men on, 
like jockeys in the stretch. If a man 
tells you to work harder, you tell 
him to mind his own damn business. 
If a woman tells you to work harder, 
you go out and work harder. Other- 
wise she’ll nag. Try to imagine, if 
you can, what it would be like to 
turn on the television set and hear a 
woman president nagging - on all 
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networks simultaneously. It would be 
intolerable. Four years of a woman 
president, and every production rec- 
ord would be smashed beyond recall. 
What else do we ask of our presi- 
dents? They have to make speeches. 
Has anyone ever argued that women 
can’t talk? A president has to tell 
the military they can’t have any 
more money. For this a woman is 
ideally trained by years of taking 
her children through toy stores and 
smacking their heads when they try 
to buy soldiers, rockets and space 
ships. A president has to receive 
Boy Scouts who have distinguished' 
themselves by helping across the 
road old men who wanted to nip into 
a bar on the same side for a drink. 
Women know exactly how to handle 
Boy Scouts - they drove their own 
kids into the movement to get them 
out of the house. And presidents 
have to kiss babies. The case rests. 

No, it doesn’t rest. For what else 
does a president do? What does he 
actually do, from nine to five? He 
tries to keep the peace between 
business leaders and trade unionists, 
between civil rights groups and 
white supremacists. In other words, 
he tries to keep the kids from fight- 
ing. A man has no experience at this 
kind of thing; he’s been too busy 
trying to hang on to his jcb (which, 
admittedly, also takes up a lot of a 
president’s time). A woman has 
spent her life trying to control the 
children. Suppose she gets lip from 
foreign prime-ministers? All she has 
to do is threaten to cut off their 
allowance. It worked with the kids; 
it will work with the prime minis- 
ters. And they can’t yell at her even 
if they want to ; no gentleman raises 
his voice to a lady. 

Clearly a woman in the White 
House would confront some chal- 
lenges. She’d have a rough time 
throwing the ball out at the begin- 
ning of the baseball season; but 
Truman and Eisenhower weren’t too 
strong in the arm either, and they 
got by. She might look a bit odd 
playing Commander in Chief at mil- 
itary parades, but the Waves looked 
a bit odd too, at the beginning of 
the war, and everybody got used to 
them. A much more severe problem 
is that if a woman were elected 
president, there would be no first 
lady in the White House. No one 
would be hanging about to work out 
the menus and dredge up the enter- 
tainment to lend class at state din- 
ners— by hiring Lawrence Welk, for 
example, in the style of Mamie 
Eisenhower. There would be no one 
to take the wives of foreign dig- 
nitaries by the arm and tell them 


how to get to the ladies room. How- 
ever, Margaret Chase Smith had a 
lot of experience with that particular 
problem in the Senate, and she seems 
to have survived. Anyway, she might 
be able to rustle up some male rela- 
tive to do the woman’s work: there 
are precedents. Adlai Stevenson used 
his sister. 

Besides, the very fact that a 
woman was president would provide 
many compensating advantages. It- 
would rescue us, for example, from 
having to watch the president acting 
lovey-dovey with his wife, especially 
while campaigning, surely one of the 
most loathsome exhibitions that 
democracy has ever foisted on its 
victims, the people. But suppose, you 
say, the president really likes his 
wife — there must have been such 
cases. This raises another question. 

It must often have crossed the aver- 
age American’s mind that the coun- 
try was really being run - like most 
homes - by the president’s wife. At 
least, if everything was out in the 
open, with a woman as president, 
we’d know where we were. 

Certain other nagging problems 
remain. Could a woman get tough 
with Cuba -just assuming, for 
laughs, that any of our male pres- 
idents have? Could she take off her 
shoe at the conference table and 
outbang Khrushchev ? Or could she win 
an argument with him in the kitchen, 
as that model of virility, Richard 
Nixon, always claimed that he did? 
The answers, I submit, can safely be 
left to husbands who have ever tried 
to outshout, outshoe, or outtough 
their wives. The real danger of hav- 
ing a woman as president would ac- 
tually be that she would get too 
tough; that she’d forget she was 
just a president and remember she 
was also a woman. The chances are 
that in no time at all she’d be telling 
us what to do, where to send our 
children to school, how much we 
could spend, and what to spend it on. 
In fact, the main drawback to Mar- 
garet Chase Smith as a presidential 
candidate seems to have been that 
she belonged to the wrong party. A 
woman president who believes the 
federal government should not exert 
too much power? The idea is laugh- 
able. If she would just switch to the 
Democrats and come out openly in 
favor of throwing her weight around, 
she’d fit inside the White House like 
a hand in a glove. And yet — a 
woman president? No, we’re not 
ready for it. Just for a while, we 
still need to preserve that old, idle 
fantasy — that there are still some 
things a man can do better than a 
woman. 



( Continued from page 23) 

an equal number of samurai foot soldiers in a duel to 
the death. Came off sensationally. Later, we were allowed 
to go through the studio infirmary on our tour and 
see the casualties. It looked like the Atlanta train depot 
scene in GONE WITH THE WIND. This is a man I 
must have. He knows how to get realism. 

I was finally introduced to Shinbon in his dressing 
room at the end of the day’s shooting. He was most 
cordial. “Ah so,” he murmured as he shook my hand, 
“I glad meet most famous American director and pro- 
ducer, Max Rabber. You rike my rittle samurai firm?” 
“Yes,” I replied, "very much.” 

“Call it YOJERKYU. Verrry dramatic. Based upon 
ancient school of Noh. Created out of a mingling of 
stillness and motion and an intense study of patterns of 
the human complication. That pretty good stuff, ne?” 
“Oh, yes. Indeed!” I agreed quickly as I saw Shin- 
bon’s hand slip to an ornate dagger tucked into his 
kimono. He was obviously a man who demanded love 
and understanding. I could sympathize with that, be- 
cause I was the same way. Shinbon smiled broadly, 
showing a set of large, white teeth. 

“My next firm go by title: THEY CALL THE WIND 
KATSUKA. It be even more bold. Be influenced by 
Musha-e, warrior paintings, and take on some forms of 
Kabuki. Me hope it be as big smash-san as my other 
firms released in your country: PALACE OF GORE, 
SONG OF THE SAMURAI, and CAN’T YOU SEE 
THAT KAMIKAZE IN THE SKY, BABY?” 

“Oh, I hope so, too,” I answered enthusiastically. Shin- 
bon motioned for me to sit beside him on the mat. He 
poured two glasses of sake and dismissed his staff with 
the wave of his hand. I liked the way this man did 
business. 

“How you called by friend-o, Mr. Rabber?” Shinbon 
asked, sipping his drink. 

“Maxie.” 

“Hai — Maxie-san. Me Skini.” 

“Skini?” I asked. 

“No, Skini-san to you. You my friend, ne? We gonna 
make best darn war movie in whole world.” 

I smiled and clinked glasses with Skini-san. My big- 
gest worry — a director for the Japanese sequences for 
FROM HELL TO YOKOHAMA - had been solved. 

MAY 30TH — Couldn’t get Brando and Taylor as leads 
in the film. Had to settle for a new find the studio is 
high on . . . some kid who goes by the name of TAR 
BABBEE. Met with him in Melbourne yesterday. We 
are going to have trouble with that one. He even asked 
me, “What’s my motivation for this, Big Daddy?” when 
he sat down next to me. I wish the talent scouts at 
MAGNUM would go someplace other than Googie’s 
when they’re searching for new faces. Well, we will 
just have to make do. 

JUNE 7TH — Have secured a luxury yacht for my 
headquarters and we are now steaming toward an island 
off Guadalcanal for our first sequences. I have my writers 
on board — each under contract for about $25,000 a 
week — and they’re adding my personal changes to the 
shooting script. 

JUNE 10th — MAGNUM screaming about costs on that 
early shooting around Guadalcanal. But I refuse to 
listen. We will have a good film. I’m sure of it. Shinbon 
did an especially good job with the Japanese banzai 
charges (we only lost 1200 men on that part of the 
movie). 

JUNE 15TH — Having some trouble with Tar Babbee. 


He ran off with another native girl. I have the Philip- 
pine Scouts after him, but it is hard sledding in those 
mangrove swamps. 

JUNE 16TH — Got Tar back. He was not too contrite. 
I put him in the hold with the writers for a while to 
teach him manners. He’ll come around before too long. 
They all do. 

JUNE 20TH — Writers yelled all night and kept me 
awake. I guess they want another conference. I’ll give 
them a chance to see me face-to-face — instead of passing 
their work up through the grillwork — but quite frankly 
I’m not too optimistic. 

JUNE 21 ST — Got the new script. Awful. They didn’t 
follow my suggestions at all. Writer’s conference went 
like they always do. I got my blacksnake whip out and 
put it where I could get it quickly. The writers shuffled 
in — winking as they got used to the light. Someone 
muttered: “Despot!” I think it was that one who used 
to work for DeMille at Paramount. I’ll watch him. 

“Look,” I told them, “you know as well as I do that 
war movies gotta have hot love and plenty of action. 
You guys are still playing around with themes: honor, 
courage, patriotism, cowardice, and like that. Rot! This 
is no tea-party of British colonials in the Khyber. Stop 
all this fox-hole philosophizing and reciting poems while 
writing Mom back home. 

One of the writers shuffled forward. It was Gink, 
their leader and spokesman. “We really tried,” Gink 
started feebly. 

“Well,” I said, “that just isn’t good enough — SEE! 
(I remembered that line from one of my early Edward G. 
Robinson films. It seemed to be appropriate.) I told you 
guys — hot love’s gotta be in these movies. Look at the 
hits: TARGET ZERO, THE MAN IN THE GREY 
FLANNEL SUIT, FORCE OF ARMS, UNTIL THEY 
SAIL, THE PROUD AND THE PROFANE, BATTLE 
CRY, JET PILOT-” 

“THE LONGEST DAY didn’t have a love story!” a 
voice said from the back row. 

. “Get that man's name!” I told the Sergeant-at-Arms. 
He elbowed his way through the surly writers and gave 
the malcontent a solid thump on the forehead with his 
billy. The man’s comrades held him up so the Sergeant- 
at-Arms could read the tattoo on his forearm and trans- 
fer that information to his clipboard pad. 

“Oh, you writers will be the death of me, yet!” I 
told the group. 

“We sincerely hope so,” they chorused. I have them 
all in irons below now. A few days without coffee Matches 
and sugar doughnuts will soften them up. I’ll get my hot 
love scenes or know the reason why. 

JUNE 23RD — Went down to see the writers. They were 
resentful and tried to get their fingers on my throat. 
But I cracked them with my whip. “Who do you think 
you are?” one of them asked me, “Irving Thalberg?” 
I gave that one a real taste of the whip. I drove them 
all to cowering in the dark recesses of the brig. “I must 
remind you all,” I concluded, “that you men are, after 
all, only the writers on this venture.” 

I had hoped that my visit would put an end to the 
unrest below decks, but they are moaning, rattling their 
chains, and singing spirituals again. I’ll - have to take 
more phenobarbs if I’m to be fresh on the set tomorrow. 

JUNE 29TH — We are off Tarawa now. Shooting going 
as well as can be expected. Tar getting restless again. 
And that new native leading ( Continued on page 52) 
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USE 30 DAYS FREE! 


The Most Valuable New Concept In Executive Self -Training- 

“THE EXECUTIVE’S WORKSHOP” 


S IMPLY mail the coupon below 
to try for 30 days FREE the most 
comprehensive training program 
yet devised for men like yourself 
whose goal is the top rung of 
business success. . . . 

“The Executive’s Workshop” 
Here, at last, is a practical program 
that will prepare you for all the -duties 
and responsibilities you will face as a 
member of upper management. It was 
designed by 6 of the foremost execu- 
tive training experts in the country . . . 
and no rising executive who wants to 
improve himself can afford to pass it 
up. 

This unique series of 12 monthly 
portfolios, each containing concise 
and thorough self-training in every 
essential executive area, will vastly 
upgrade your business knowledge 
and skills and steadily increase your 
chances to rise in management. 

With the very first monthly portfolio 
you will discover new abilities to tackle 
critical assignments, make strategic 
decisions and take on key functions 
with ease and confidence. Your poten- 
tial for reaching the executive level — 
and the money that goes with it — will 
skyrocket! 

Here is just a small sample of the tre- 
mendous wealth of information and 
guidance you will receive month after 
month: 

MANAGING PEOPLE - Acquire New 

Power and Confidence in Handling People . . . 
Each month the WORKSHOP gives you the most 
effective techniques for managing people. You 
are taught how to spot problem areas and cor- 
rect them before' they become serious. You are 
trained in the best methods of getting people 
completely behind you. The WORKSHOP pre- 
pares you for working with coordinates and 
superiors — shows you how to gain their respect 
and confidence — virtually assures you of com- 
pany-wide acceptance and cooperation. 

SPEED READING — Increase Your 
Efficiency, Save You Time . . . 

Each month the WORKSHOP’S amazing Speed 
Reading Course teaches you how to cut through 
your daily business reading in half the time- 
with greater comprehension and retention of 
facts and figures than ever before ! It enables 
you to absorb completely all your correspond- 
ence, reports, memos and other '‘must" reading. 
It gives you more time for other work, extra 
hours for tackling new jobs and challenges. 

WRITING SKILLS - Achieve New 

Mastery of the Written Word . . . 

The WORKSHOP concentrates heavily on up- 
grading your writing skills, teaches you how to 
organize your thoughts and convert them into 
effective communications. You are shown how to 
dictate compelling letters, how to compose sales 
talks, how to write effective reports and memos. 
In addition, the WORKSHOP builds your busi- 
ness vocabulary, helps you polish your grammar, 
points the way to eliminating trite phrases and 
over-worked words. 

SUCCESSFUL MARKETING - Coin Vital 

Knowledge About Product Marketing . . . 

The WORKSHOP lessons give you a complete 
grasp of the 15 factors necessary for the success- 
ful marketing of any product. They prepare you 
for important contributions to your company's 
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marketing strategies. Special problem cases 
guide you in making quick, accurate decisions. 
You are taught how to conduct marketing re- 
search. analyze statistics and data, prepare 
precise reports for top management. 

EXECUTIVE MATHEMATICS - Made Easy 

and Meaningful for You . . . 

The WORKSHOP teaches you the 24 proven 
formulas for mastering all forms of business 
mathematics. In a short time you will find that 
you can instantly get to the heart of complex 
profits and loss statements, easily handle bal- 
ance sheets and budgets, create detailed price 
structures and chart production. It’s a course 
unlike any you've ever taken, one that makes 
business math easy and interesting regardless of 
your previous training and ability. 

MODERN SALESMANSHIP -Sell 

Products, Programs, Ideas — and Yourself . . . 
This dynamic course thoroughly trains you in 
the techniques of modern salesmanship, gives 
you the 12 cardinal sales strategies essential to 
every executive. You learn how to prepare sales 
campaigns, how to read charts and graphs. You 
are shown how to sell your ideas and yourself, 
how to build your employer’s confidence in you, 
how to make certain you'll be considered every 
time there is opportunity for advancement. 

EXECUTIVE MANAGEMENT - Do on 

Outstanding Job in All Executive Areas . . . 
In every monthly WORKSHOP portfolio you'll 
receive the best of instruction in the general 
skills imperative to success as an executive. You 
are taught how to conduct effective meetings 
and conferences, you get a course in public rela- 
tions, techniques for delegating responsibility, 
methods for dealing with salesmen and visitors 
— in effect, everything you will need in your 
role as an administrator. 
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SELF-MANAGEMENT - Get the Most 
From Every Minute of Your Working Day . . . 
Enclosed in a special matching binder, this final 
section trains you to analyze your assignments, 
control confidential information, and maintain 
a tight, well-planned schedule. And once the 
course is completed this section becomes a per- 
sonal desk-top reference and executive diary 
that will serve you for years. 

A New Lesson Every Month 
Each monthly portfolio in THE EX- 
ECUTIVE’S WORKSHOP stands by 
itself as a complete training session in 
executive skills. Each lesson is fol- 
lowed by a self-scoring test that makes 
certain you have mastered the material. 
The WORKSHOP was designed for 
use at home in your spare time. 
Each monthly portfolio requires 
only one or two hours a week. And 
each one is complete — there is no 
added expense for textbooks, work- 
sheets or pads. Ample space is in- 
cluded in each lesson for working 
out problems, practicing and com- 
pleting tests. 

Unlike Any Other Form 
Of Executive Training 

Don’t compare the WORKSHOP with 
any other form of executive self-train- 
ing. Here’s a continuing business self- 
improvement course that teaches you 
skills you must have for success. 
Designed for men who simply do 
not have the time to attend the 
many executive courses and exten- 
sive seminars, THE EXECUTIVE’S 
WORKSHOP is the perfect way for 
you to acquire these skills with a 
minimum of time and money. 

You Can Now Test the Enormous 
Benefits of This Unique Executive 
Self-Training Course Absolutely 
Without Risk or Expense 
Just send the coupon below to receive the first 
lesson of THE EXECUTIVE'S WORKSHOP, 
plus its 2 matching vinyl-leather binders, for 30 
days’ free trial. Test and evaluate this remark- 
able program at your leisure. If you are not con- 
vinced that it is the most valuable new concept 
of executive self-training yet devised — simply 
return the materials and you pay nothing, owe 
nothing. Only if you are completely satisfied 
need you continue the course at the low cost of 
$1.50 a month. Mail the coupon now 1 


NO RISK COUPON — MAIL TODAY 


BUREAU OF BUSINESS PRACTICE, Depi. 5208-Dl 
Waterford, Connecticut 

Please send me the first lesson of THE EXECUTIVE'S WORKSHOP, plus the 2 matching 
vinyl-leather binders, for 30 days' free trial. At the end of that time, if I am not satisfied 
in any way I may return the materials and owe you nothing. 

If I keep the materials, you may begin my one-year subscription to THE EXECUTIVE’S 
WORKSHOP. It will come to me once every month at the low cost of just $1.50 per month, 
plus a few cents for postage and handling. 

Name Signed 

(Please Print) 

Fiym AiiHrAgg 

City - State Zip = 
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LEE HODGES 


There seems to be another 
thing besides death and taxes 
that man, no matter how hard 
he tries, cannot escape. We’ve 
heard It called the Ideal State, 
the “tender trap,” (Frank 
Sinatra said it, so it must he 
true) and a lot of other jazz. 
So far — knock on wood — all 
we know about marriage is 
what our friends tell us, but 
we learned a long time ago not 
to listen since they’re mostly 
bitter. In fact, everyone we 
know is either trying to get in 
or out of it or doing their 
damndest to avoid it 
altogether. 
However, as Mr. and Mrs. 
Burton will tell you, there just 
doesn’t seem to be any other 
way, so until someone comes 
up with a society-approved 
alternative, it looks like we’ll 
have to adjust. There’s that 
ugly word again. In spite of 
the gossip columnists and the 
can-this-marriage-be-saved- 
type articles, it really isn’t all 
that bad. As any jaded old 
bachelor will tell you, 
marriage is a lot cheaper, less 
tiring and more secure than 
running around. 
The fun part is something 
else, hut then you can’t have 
everything. Marriage is still 
IN, no matter what Holly- 
wood, the jet set and our man 
in Reno says. We’re not going 
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to knock it here — movies and 
TV do enough of that as it is. 
Every ladder climbing guy in 
business or politics — especially 
politics, right, Rocky? — will 
agree that the little woman can 
be a big help to your career. 
She can also be a big hindrance, 
but that’s your problem. 


Like the wicked godmother in the fairy tale, this in-law is too true 
to life. She just can’t wait to louse up the newlywedded bliss. 


They never give up. This old maid finally made it — the good 
Lord only knows what tricks she used to hook the poor fish. 



To those about to be wed, 
or trying to stay wed, here are 
a few words of advice. Don’t 
read anything written by 
marriage counselors, they’re 
nearly all quacks, or by Dear 
Abby or anyone resembling her 
unless you feel that laughter 
is the best medicine or popular 
psychiatrists who tell you what 
you never knew was wrong 
but won’t tell you in plain 
language what to do 
about it. Try to avoid all 
future or already in-laws, 
at all costs. If your wife runs 
home to mother then let her — 
she probably never should have 
left. Don’t listen to advice 
from anyone, especially us. 


If you must write on the sand, make sure the wife is not around. She 
won’t believe that a slip of the stick changed “Jane" to “Tootsie.” 
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When I heard the explosion, it 
was my distinct impression that the 
big nitrous oxide tank had gone 
blooey in the aerosol-filling depart- 
ment. I dropped the local gazette’s 
Help Wanted section, which I had 
been perusing in a more than des- 
ultory manner, and flung out of my 
laboratory. Arriving at the swinging 
door that led to the factory, I 
shouldered it open and prepared for 
the worst. 

But my anxiety was unfounded. 
There wasn’t a speck of viscera spat- 
tered on the walls, nor was there any 
other sign that a violent eruption 
had taken place. In fact there was 
hardly an indication that anything 
had taken place, including business. 
This, of course, was hardly a sur- 
prise. to me, the chief (and only) 
chemist employed by the Ajax Con- 
centrate and Aerosol Company. 

What I did see was that only one 
of the five aerosol-filling lines was 
in operation, turning out a measly 
5,000-can order of Dr. Vonsen’s 
Horse and Cattle Spray. In a matter 
of minutes the very last can would 
be capped. It would be conveyed 
through the water trough for leak 


Robert Glaser 

testing and then propelled through 
the automatic labelling machine. 
Finally, a horny hand would grab 
it and shove it into a corrugated 
carton with eleven of its brothers. 
After that, the filling line would shut 
down, and it was anybody’s guess 
as to what was going to happen to 
the once mighty Ajax Company. The 
smart money was saying that the 
firm would slip into receivership and 
that Harry Frimmel, my boss, would 
join the growing ranks of the unem- 
ployable unemployed. 

And as soon as I thought of Harry, 
I recalled the .38 Smith & Wesson 
I found in his desk last week. Once 
more my adrenals went into action. 
I again charged into the swinging 
door and trotted to his office. I had 
fully intended to ask the boss about 
his arsenal, but then I figured he’d 
get the mistaken notion that I made 
a steady habit of rummaging 
through his drawers. Actually, I 
had gone to his desk just that once, 
and only to filch one of those pralines 
he always stuffs himself with. And 
it seemed that the worse business 
got, the more Harry Frimmel 
stuffed. 

When I opened his office door, 


there was my pudgy employer, seated 
at his desk and laughing so hard he 
was quivering like an aspic. In his 
right hand he was holding the .38. I 
noticed that the gilt-framed likeness 
of his erstwhile Uncle Julius, which 
hung on the wall to his left, now 
sported a hole directly under the 
nose. This gave Uncle Julius a hair- 
lip, which made him look a great 
deal more menacing than he ever did 
in the flesh. Even in his most benign- 
ly avuncular moments, Harry’s uncle 
never looked like the kind of person 
you’d want to discuss your personal 
problems with. 

“Oh, it’s you, Lafcadio!” Harry 
sounded surprised at my presence, 
although I must have been standing 
there a full two minutes. He wiped 
away his tears of mirth, first with 
one soiled French cuff, then with the 
other. “This goes to show you what 
a floperoo I am,” he continued, 
waving toward the portrait with his 
gunless hand. 

“What do you mean, boss?” I 
asked, eagerly seeking enlighten- 
ment. 

“Well, just now I attempted to do 
a simple, uncomplicated trepanning 
on myself. Ordinarily, even a cretin 
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could follow through with neatness 
and dispatch. But me — I had to 
louse it up. As I was about to pull 
the trigger, I caught a whiff of Dr. 
Vonsen’s Horse Spray drifting in 
from the filling line. When I sneezed, 
Uncle got the business.” He slowly, 
almost reluctantly it seemed, put the 
gun in the drawer and looked at me 
gravely with his china-blue immies. 
His silence unnerved me. 

“Things aren’t that bad,” I lied. 

“I’ve always known you as a bril- 
liant chemist, but I had no idea you 
were also a sick comic.” He rescued 
a dead cigar butt from his ashtray 
and relit it, while I tried to figure 
out if he was being sarcastic. “Aside 
from that dobbin spray,” he con- 
tinued, “we have only one major 
account left.” 

“Blatz toiletries?” I volunteered, 
as though there were any doubt. 

“Yes, and Angus Blatz is an atro- 
cious fink. Uncle Julius sure knew 
how to keep him in line, but I always 
let him walk all over me. Nowadays 
there’s not a goddamn bit of profit 
in any job he gives us.” 

“A living doll, that Blatz,” I said. 
I was witness to some mighty heated 
conversations between Harry and 
him. Not only could he bargain the 
hump off a dromedary, but Angus 
Blatz was also a downright crook. 
Only last week he tried to get credit 
from Harry for a truckload of cans 
with stuck valves. The boss was all 
set to give Blatz a credit for the 
whole lot, when luckily, I noticed that 
the quality control numbers were not 
ours. 

“I’m just not cut out for business,” 
Harry sighed. “A poet, a dreamer 
. . . that’s what I am. And all this 
crapping around in the marketplace 
just makes me want to puke. My 
Aunt Bertha never misses an oppor- 
tunity to tell me what a lousy job 
I’m doing.” Harry suddenly raised 
his voice four octaves and did an ad- 
mirable imitation of the harridan : 
“ ‘My Julius must be turning over 
in his grave. He left you such a fine 
business, and you’ve run it into the 
ground. Harry, you may be my 
nephew — through marriage, thank 
God — but you ain’t got what we 
call the smell of success.’ ” 

At this juncture, the boss broke 
down completely and laid his dewlap 
on the desk. “The old bitch is one 
hundred per cent correct,” he said, 
and then wept unashamedly. The 
tears made dark stains on his light 
green blotter. 

“Listen, Harry, there’s a place for 
a poet in this business,” I said, 
desperately trying to lift his spirits. 


“I'm sure that with your creative 
talents you can bail us out and put 
the whole shebang on a paying 
basis.” I didn’t believe one word of 
the spiel, but I wasn’t anxious for 
him to improve his marksmanship 
with the five remaining bullets in 
the chamber. He already owed me 
three weeks’ back pay. 

“Horsefeathers, Lafcadio,” he said, 
suddenly cutting short his sobs. He 
looked at the stains on the blotter 
curiously, as though he were about 
to take a Rorschach Test. “But I am 
game enough to give Blatz the pleas- 
ure of another round with me. Sort 
of a last fling before we jump into 
the maelstrom of receivership.” I 
was pleased to see that some of his 
old euphoria was returning, and I 
got up to leave. 

“By the way,” he added as I turned 
the knob, “since you’re not over- 
burdened in the lab, I respectfully 
suggest that you make yourself use- 
ful and help load up the trailer truck 
with Dr. Vonsen’s stink bombs. I 
was forced to lay off two more in- 
grates this morning, and we’re short- 
handed. The churls were getting a 
bit unpleasant about a miserable few 
days wages the firm owed them.” 

Harry failed to read the disgust I 
thought I had written on my face. 
Instead, he rang the buzzer on his 
desk several times and said, “I’m 
going to take your advice, Lafcadio, 
and start doing some creative think- 
ing before Blatz gets over here, and 
I always like to dictate my thoughts.” 
His smile was pure concupiscence. 

“Don’t you remember, boss? Miss 
Lushbottom tendered her resigna- 
tion day before yesterday.” 

“Cripes, yes! My mind must be 
crumbling.” He sighed, pulled the 
cigar butt from his lips, and then 
jammed two pralines into his yawn- 
ing buccal cavity. “I was hoping she’d 
stay till the bitter end. A fine girl, 
that Christine Lushbottom. Such 
empathy, such understanding. And 
her nipples were as big as aerosol 
caps. She probably went all to pieces 
when she left; just couldn’t stand 
to watch Harry the monument top- 
pled. Wonder where she is now, poor 
kid.” 

I thought it best to tell Harry 
where she was, rather than have 
him receive the news in some unkind 
way. I took a deep breath and let the 
bomb drop: “Miss Lushbottom, I un- 
derstand, is now employed as Angus 
Blatz’s private secretary.” I watched 
Harry’s bloated kisser for another 
sign of a manic crisis. But aside 
from a bit of eye rolling and mouth 
foaming, he seemed reasonably com- 


posed. I decided to venture further: 
“Rumor has it that the old bastard 
lured her away from you.” 

I was prepared to see Harry crack 
at this point. Instead, he wiped the 
froth from his lips, and his eyes took 
on a steel blue intensity that, frankly, 
scared the hell out of me. By some 
miracle, his jowls seemed to contract 
and become less massive, and his 
chin jutted forward most pugna- 
ciously. His whole profile looked 
downright Bachraehian.„ Assured 
that he was master of himself com- 
pletely, I exited, fast. 

Two hours later, having just fin- 
ished loading the last of Dr. Vonse 
and feeling as though all my mesen- 
teries had torn loose, I noticed Harry 
skipping into the factory. He ex- 
hibited all the grace of a ballerina 
afflicted with elephantiasis. My back 
ached so badly, I remained in a 
Neanderthal stoop as he approached. 

“I just thought I’d tell you that 
Blatz will be coming over about seven 
tonight,” he said. “I believe I may 
yet come up with a plan to get some 
money out of the old pirate.” 

Needless to say, I was rankling 
over my manual labor assignment, 
but at the same time I was elated 
to see that Harry was full of beans. 
As a matter of fact, in the year since 
his Uncle Julius died I never saw him 
look so confident. 

“Great, boss-. I’m sure your flights 
of imagination can work along com- 
mercial channels. And don’t forget. 
Stand toe to toe with Blatz and don’t 
give an inch.” 

“By the way,” Harry said, ob- 
viously oblivious to my suggestions, 
“as long as you’re stooping, be a 
good chap and check over all our 
disintegrating and extracting equip- 
ment. It’s been months since the 
stuff has been used, and I’m sure 
they could use a good cleaning.” 

“May I still keep my white lab 
coat on?” I was furious. 

“Most certainly, my boy.” Harry 
was getting to sound more like his 
Uncle Julius with every passing min- 
ute. This was all to the good, but 
there was something about the old, 
vacillating Harry Frimmel that I 
was beginning to miss sorely. 

By the time I had completed the 
Mr. Clean bit, it was after 7:30. 
Aching and greasy, I hobbled out 
of the factory area and headed 
toward the boss's toilet to wash up. 
Angus Blatz’s foghorn voice drifted 
out from Harry’s office, so I decided 
to plop down at the desk that 
Christine Lushbottom had so re- 
cently decorated. I figured if Angus 
tried to put something over on 
Harry, I ( Continued on page 69) 


34 DUDE 


HOW 
TO SIT 
MKE) A. EA.ET' 



DUDE'' 35 



HOW CAN SHE SIT SIX DIFFERENT WAYS AND STILL REMAIN A 
LADY? BY KEEPING HER ANKLES CROSSED, HOW ELSE? YVETTE 
REYNARD, OUR FOXY LITTLE BRUNETTE, OWNS THE GREATEST 
PARTY CHAIR IN THE WORLD. IT IS DESIGNED SO THAT FROM ANY 
POSITION SHE CAN WATCH WHAT’S GOING ON ANYWHERE IN THE 
ROOM - SHE NEVER MISSES A TRICK. HER ANTIQUE SPANISH 
CHAIR RESTS AGAINST THE WALL, YOU SEE, SO WHEN SHE TUCKS 
HER GORGEOUS GAMS BENEATH HER LADYLIKE POSTERIOR AND 
FACES LEFT OR RIGHT, BACKWARD OR FORWARD, SHE CAN 
CATCH A RAID ON THE BAR, A WILD DANCE IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 
ROOM, OR HER BOYFRIEND TIPTOEING OFF TO THE BOUDOIR 
WITH HER GIRLFRIEND. ON THE CHAIR, SHE IS ALL-SEEING. A 
SNEAK - A SPOILSPORT, YOU SAY? OH, NO, SHE’S JUST CATCH- 
ING THE ACTS. HER ACT IS, BY FAR, THE BEST. WHETHER 
KNEELING FORWARD - OOPS, HER BLOUSE FELL OPEN - OR 
DANGLING HER PRETTY LEGS OVER ONE SIDE - DIG THOSE SEXY 
TOES - OR PERCHING ON TOP OF THE CHAIR - MAYBE SHE’LL 
FALL INTO YOUR LAP(!) - FROM ANY ANGLE SHE IS THE CENTER 
OF ATTRACTION. YVETTE, THE WILY TEASE, KNOWS SHE’LL 
COMMAND MORE ATTENTION BY STAYING IN ONE PLACE THAN 
BY RUNNING AFTER THE MEN LIKE ALL THE OTHER GIRLS DO. 
SHE DRIVES THE CATS BATS. "WHICH WAY WILL SHE TURN 
NEXT?” THEY CAN’T TAKE THEIR EYES OFF HER, BECAUSE, WELL, 
SHE DOES SO MUCH FOR THAT CHAIR. SHE’S SUCH A LADY, LIKE. 
AND BESIDES, MAYBE THERE'S ROOM FOR ONE MORE! 
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DAI XACD I A MKZ Honeymoon — that’s an 
rALMtK LAINt old term which means 
that if you don’t get the best (not most) out of your 
new honey, you may moon about it for the rest of your 
days. 

What is the best way to conduct yourself during the 
all-important first eight hours of your honeymoon? 
(Okay you guys in back, cut out that shouting and 
stomping. It’s clucks like you who give sex a bad name.) 

The crucial coming togetherness in the first hours of 
wedded life may determine your entire journey on the 
sometimes stormy seas of matrimony. And it all depends 
upon how you treat your partner. 

Suppose you marry a girl you’ve been with before 
(“been with” — have a euphemism, fellows). You know 
all her foibles and she’s conversant with your pecca- 
dilloes. Now you may think that just because the girl 
probably is as pure as the driven slush, you may forget 
modesty, throw away the niceties and charge into battle, 
no holds barred. But stop right there. You’re wrong. 
Marriage does something to a girl. Even a girl who’s 
"been with” (there’s that term again, gang) you before 
and probably a few others, becomes a sainted woman 
when the vows are spoken. There’s sanctity there now, 
an aura that you just can’t discard like a used Dixie cup. 

There can be no obvious lust and lechery on your 
part. There must be style, class, patience and considera- 
tion. This will be difficult when you find yourself alone 
in the room with your sweetheart for the first time — 
legally. But it must be done. 

“The course of a wedding is determined by the wed- 
ding night.” That’s a statement that doctors and psy- 
chologists have been handing down for generations and 
it’s as true today as it was when they first started 
bandying it about. 

The Encyclopedia of Sexual Knowledge says, “seduce 
your wife on your wedding night.” That’s good advice 
— that’s shooting straight from the hip. Obey that 
simple rule and you’ll do fine. 

OVER-ANXIOUS 

One problem among men is the eager-beaver type of 
hero who is beside himself with anxiety. His bride is 
drinking in the atmosphere, thrilled at the ceremony 
and still clad in her traveling outfit (they have a three- 
day reservation at Honeymoon Lodge in Intercourse, 
Pennsylvania) while Hot Breath Hubby is ripping off 
his duds as fast as possible. Finally he leaps out in 
front of her completely nude and shouts: 

“Here’s Billy Bang-Bang your jolly clown! It’s time 
for fun! Let’s go!” 

And they do and there’s trouble right off. 

This is known as “sexual athleticism” (i.e. the 
sudden displaying of one’s self completely nude) and it 



can lead to other forms of athleticism such as the bride 
hurdling over the bed and doing the 100-yard dash back 
to the car. 

Of course, sometimes the bride is itching to consum- 
mate the vows. She may have been intimate with the 
groom prior to the marriage (surveys show that more 
than 50 per cent of all brides have had pre-marital 
relations with the intended spouses) but it was all of 
the nervous, helter-skelter type with an eye cocked for 
police or a parent. 

Very often you see a bride walking slowly down the 
aisle, her doe-like eyes cast downward, a crimson blush 
covering her angelic face. Actually that’s not a blush 
— it’s a glow of anticipation. 

There have been husbands who reported their new 
brides quivered so much on the way to the honeymoon 
“it looked like she was starting without me.” 

Manuals are filled with reports of men who become 
incompetent on their wedding nights. They may have 
practised continence so long they have become experts 
at it. The bride all aglow with eagerness, may remove 
a garment or two and drive the sexual stammerer into 
chasms of impotence. 

The only answer to this problem of course, is time. 
If it should happen to you, play it cool. Ministrate to 
your wife, soothe her, speak soft words of love. Turn 
the radio on to some soft music. Perhaps you might 
read romantic tales together, something like “Tom Swift 
and His Electric Mistress.” 

These delaying tactics work for the male in a two-fold 
manner. First, the wife is being seduced by this, even 
though she is unaware that this is your intention. 
Women take longer to become aroused, but they reach 
a higher boiling point. While the male is slowly rounding 
into shape for the first setto, the woman becomes in- 
creasingly amorous and it should turn into a pretty 
good tussle. 
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THE 

FIRST 

EIGHT 

HOURS 

OF 

YOUR 

HONEYMOON 

Tenderness, time and the right touch and you’ll get 
safely over the hump. 

A little advice even before you go on the honeymoon. 
Be careful of how you condition yourself at the wedding 
party. One fellow met an old flame at his wedding and 
indulged in a practise round with her before leaving on 
his honeymoon trip. It told on him and his bride was 
insulted at his lack of ardor. He was upset and it took 
a good week or two before their peace of mind was 
restored. 

William Shakespeare, who knew a bit about life and 
love, offers this bit of advice on the use of intoxicants 
before leaving on your honeymoon trip. 

“Liquor increases the desire, but lessens the perform- 
ance” for love-making. 

Naturally, in sex, every man has his own capacity and 
danger point. The same is true with drinking. Three 
drinks may render some male giddy and impotent, while 
a whole pint of bonded bourbon might only serve to in- 
crease the drive of another. Certainly, some intake of 
alcoholic beverage, does enhance the situation. You just 
have to know your limit and adhere to it. And watch out 
for the bride. Don’t let her over-indulge. It could render 
her unconscious and that’s no good. If you wanted to 
marry a clothing store dummy you would have. A few 
drinks and she’ll come at you strong, utterly responsive 
and willing, but don’t let her overdo it. 

In addition, there is always the danger of the prac- 
tical joke. The famous story along these lines concerns 
a new groom who got married and became roaring drunk 
— he was a frightened cat who had gone 37 years with- 
out a bride and the thought scared hell out of him. He 
was plastered. Some of his “buddies” took him to a 
doctor and had the medic put a cast on the besotted hus- 
band’s arm. And that’s the way he went on his honey- 
moon with his angry, impatient, vexed and unfulfilled 
bride. 


Two weeks later he received a telegram from the boys : 
“You can take your arm out of the cast now, sucker.” 
And don’t forget the guys who’ll stuff your automo- 
bile gas tank with old socks so you can’t get started or 
if you can, it will stall on you in a mile or two. This will 
cause hardships and delay your arrival to your mating 
spot. And there are the funny phone-callers to contend 
with. 

One fellow calls up the room where the two newly- 
weds are staying. If the bride answers the guy says: 
“Hello, Izzy?” 

The girl says no and the jokester shouts: “Well, 
why isn’t he ?” 

With all these people working against you, you see 
the need for complete cooperation between bride and 
groom. Try to leave your wedding in secrecy and with 
your destination unknown to anyone but you and your 
new wife. Don’t set a trysting spot too far away. The 
drive can be tiring. Why leave your virility on Route 66? 


HOW OFTEN? 

This is a disturbing item, but unfortunately, a true 
one. Some men measure the sexcess of their honeymoon 
by the number of times they have relations. Little at- 
tention is paid to quality. 

One story goes that three guys were bulling it up in 
the lockerroom after they all had returned from their 
honeymoons. 

“Listen,” said one guy, “I made it three times during 
the first eight hours.” 

“Three?” said the other, “with me it was four.” 

They turned toward the third man who had remained 
silent. 

“How about you, Ed?” 

“Only once. My wife wasn’t used to it.” 

Another story concerns a hotel with notoriously thin 
walls and exceedingly curious bellhops. The groom, worn 
and weary, opened the door after three days of mattress 
calisthenics, and staggered, bags and bride on his arms 
toward the door. Three bellhops were whispering among 
themselves as they passed, eyeing the groom with in- 
terest. As the husband reached the desk to check out, 
one of the bellboys whispered to him: 

, 4 .“T°° fella,” nodding toward the pretty bride, 

“if you had made it one more time you would have won 
the hotel sweepstakes.” 

There s an old saying: “Once a King, always a king 
— once a night is enough.” 

That rule only applies to some, but keep it tucked 
away somewhere in the back of your mind. 

Another saying: “Just because you gave your fiancee 
a diamond ring with a lot of carats, don’t expect her to 
act like a rabbit.” 
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Remember, sex is a matter which requires utmost 
cooperation and agreement. A simple guideline in this 
sphere of activity is that sex should be mutually satis- 
fying. When you’re enjoying a meal of rare roast beef 
you’ll find that the third or fourth helping of meat won’t 
be as enjoyable as the first or second. It may even dull 
your appetite for the delicacy later on. Now there's an 
analogy there that shouldn’t be too hard to find. 

Just as long as your bride is willing and eager, go 
man, go. But save something for the morning. You may 
want to enjoy the old breakfast standby — a roll in bed 
with honey. 

TOO CRITICAL 

Some men become too critical of their brides on their 
wedding night performances. The men are under ten- 
sion and a bit jumpy, but they should keep their frus- 
trations and disappointments to themselves. A thought- 
ful groom never looks down on his wife for his own 
shortcomings. 

A considerate husband never says after a listless per- 
formance by the wife, who might be cool, frightened or 
timid, “well, it’s amateur night, I see. Can you come 
back next week for the semi-finals?” That’s not nice. 

Husbands may be bitter on their honeymoons because 
they may sense their own inadequacies. There is always 
the doubt way back in the man’s mind, the nagging 
question, “Am I satisfying her?” 

This sense of failure is constant in the subconscious 
of newly-wed husbands. One bride and groom timidly 
held hands across the breakfast table the morning after 
the wedding night. The bride looked up guiltily. 

“I hope you din’t mind last night, Herkimer, but I 
had an awful attack of asthma.” 

“Whew,” said Herky, “that’s a relief, I thought you 
were hissing me.” 

WHAT IS NORMAL 

Should you try any daring experiments of a sexual 
nature during your first eight hours with the woman of 
your choice? Or should you stick to the “normal” rou- 
tine. Normal is in quotes because no one is quite certain 
what “normal” is, although there is a generally accepted 
area of agreement on normalness. 

Marriage manuals say that normality is anything that 
both parties accept and enjoy. The Kama Sutra, India’s 
Baedeker of Bed Bouncing, doesn’t go quite that far, 
looking rather askance at anything that might seem 
alien to run of the mill procedures. 

One fellow, determined to do the proper thing on his 
initial excursion into matrimonial catch-as-catch-can 
wrestling, read one of these manuals and became so 
engrossed he could hardly put his wife down. 

There probably isn’t any real hard-and-fast rule about 
some of the techniques to be comployed because of the 
variance in attitudes among the populace. In fact, there 
is a female in a modern comic novel who thought sexual 
relations between man and wife was an “unnatural act.” 

This, of course, is pure fiction, though there are these 
naive, unknowing types who often, after marriage, take 
a complete twist and explode with wild types of experi- 
mentation which the man thoroughly goes for. 

Just remember that “normal” intercourse is acceptable 
to all. But complete insistence on that alone is an archaic 
precept. And to bend a cliche, you can’t have your ar- 
chaic and eat it, too. 


MOODS 

There are, however, moods that can be created to offer 
a variety of experiences during the first eight overheated 
hours of marriage. Attitudes and areas of activity can 
be explored to the mutual advantage of both parties. 

For instance, you might try to get a room with a 
fireplace. Love by firelight is a crackling good experience, 
and an utterly charming one that would be desired by 
any bride. 

We’re assuming that you have a regular marriage and 
honeymoon and not one of the shotgun type, as they do 
in the Ozarks. Up there if they want a formal wedding 
they paint the' shotgun white. And the honeymoon is 
spent in a corner of the room between the pot-bellied 
stove and the pot-bellied uncle. The bride’s costume 
may be a Pillsbury flower bag and when the groom goes 
in to hit the sack it has a different meaning than it does 
in other sections of the country. 

We’re taking it for granted you do have privacy, a 
velvet rug, a bathtub and a springy mattress. A fireside 
fling, as mentioned before, is worth considering. So is 
a bathtub frolic. The sexual splish-splosh lends an atmos- 
phere of seaside charm even though you may be in a 
mountain lodge miles away from the nearest tides. 

One woman, Virginia by name, insisted the bathtub 
was the only place. It got so her husband began calling 
her “Bathtub Ginny.” 

PREPARATION 

What is the best way to prepare for a honeymoon that 
will open the floodgates of mutual passion and lead the 
way to a spirited, exciting marriage? 

For the groom, relaxation and rest, living modestly 
and abstemiously before the ceremony. There are some 
athletic types who actually go into physical training for 
the marriage. 

Every morning before the sun came up, he ran three 
miles along the beach and then did 20 minutes of calis- 
thenics. While he was in the middle of his push-ups a 
drunk staggered by and stared at him. Finally he said : 

“Say, buddy, you can cut that out. Your girl’s already 
gone home.” 

Living together without getting married also has its 
proponents. One guy announced his engagement to a 
girl he had been living with for years. His buddy took 
the news in typical fashion. “What? Get married and 
ruin a good thing?” 

It’s true though, that the marriage bug always some- 
how seems to bite, even after the couple has been living 
together for some time. One couple had been cohabitating 
without benefit of clergy for sometime. Finally she con- 
vinced him they should be wed. She confided later that 
what she really wanted was a romantic honeymoon. The 
guy reported that the honeymoon wasn’t bad at all. It 
would have been a better honeymoon, he said, but his 
kids kept bothering him. 

If honeymoons require cooperation after you’re alone 
with your intended, they also require agreement be- 
forehand. 

Both of you should plan together. You should decide 
in advance where you want to spend the pivotal first 
three days of the honeymoon. 

Be prepared financially. Don’t be grieving and griping 
and fuming. This cuts into the overall genial attitude 
which must be present during the off-mattress hours, if 
the bedroom whingding is to reach its apex and be 
memorable. ( Continued on page 58) 
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“With 100,000 kisses, all 
of which are to be cashed. 
Your 

Sigmund ” 


ceived his degree as a Doctor of Medicine, the years be- 
tween being taken up in psychiatric studies — a field 
that at the time was virgin territory and dangerous 
and considered by many, even in the highest medical 
circles, to be an area in which black magic reigned. 

In 1882, because of his poor financial situation and 
because he now had met his future wife, Martha 
Bernays, Freud gave up his theoretical career, his valu- 
able and exciting experiments, and entered the General 
Hospital in Vienna as an “Asperant”. He was soon pro- 
moted to being a junior resident physician. While such* 
a career was far from Freud’s true ambitions, it at least 
gave him some hope of soon having an income that 
would enable him to marry the girl with whom he had 
fallen passionately in love. 

It is against this background of the young struggling 
physician who wished constantly to return to the labora- 
tory that Freud played out what were to be the most 
exciting, if not the most calmly satisfying, years of his 
private life. 

During the four years of his betrothal to Martha 
Bernays, Freud wrote more than nine-hundred letters 
to his beloved. This was due largely to the fact that 
during this period of their engagement, they were 
separated for fully three years. And it was customary 
for both Freud and Martha to write daily and a lapse 
of two or three days — for whatever reasons — was 
enough to send the young doctor into fits of jealous 
speculation and despair. 

Martha Bernays, born on July 26, 1861, five years 
younger than Freud, came from a distinguished Jewish 
family. Her grandfather had been related to the great 


A | pv A | ICTIKJ The above was written 

ALCA /AL/O MIN not by a lovelorn school- 
boy or by a tired Westchester businessman caught in 
the desperate throes of his last fling. It was written by 
the father of psychoanalysis, the founder of what has 
come to amount — at least in this country — to one of 
the major religions of our time, Sigmund Freud. 

And since this “religion” he founded has come to 
be the basis of such solemn living in which joy and com- 
plete passions are as obsolete as the dinosaur and the 
minuet, it might be well to look at certain aspects of 
Freud’s own private life — a life that was deep and rich 
in the emotions his science was meant to liberate in men 
and instead, has merely pigeon-holed and named them, 
drying them up so that too often now we must witness 
the sad spectacle of a lovely lady dancing at 4 A.M. on a 
fine avenue, pausing in the middle of her dance to ask 
herself, “Why am I dancing?” 

Freud was born May 6, 1856 at Freiberg in Moravia, 
a small town in Czechoslovakia. When he was four, his 
family moved to Vienna where Freud was brought up and 
went through school. The family lived in limited cir- 
cumstances, but his father was always steadfast in his 
insistence that young Freud put the family financial 
worries aside and choose a profession for himself that 
would serve his true desire and not merely his monetary 
need. 

An early desire to study law was sidetracked by an 
interest in the theories of Darwin, which were then of 
great topical interest. “They held out an extraordinary 
advance in our understanding of the world,” Freud 
wrote at the time. 

In 1873, he joined the university where, according to 
his letters, he felt alien as a Jew and often extremely 
limited socially by his lack of funds. 

His first work was in the histology of the nervous 
system and it was not until 1881 that he belatedly re- 
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German poet, Heine, and had been the Chief Rabbi of 
Hamburg. 

She was a slim, petite girl, pale, with a fragile air 
about her that satisfied Freud’s declared need to take 
care of a woman. She had many suitors and before she 
met Freud, she had nearly been engaged to a business- 
man much older than herself, Hugo Kadisch. 

As to her actual looks, we can go to Freud’s own 
honest appraisal of them: 

“I know you are not beautiful in a painter's or 
sculptor’s sense; if you insist on strict correctness in 
the use of words then I must confess you are not beauti- 
ful. But I was not flattering you in what I said ; I cannot 
flatter; I can, it is true, be mistaken. What I meant to 
convey was how much the magic of your being expresses 
itself in your countenance and your body, how much 
there is visible in your appearance that reveals how 
sweet, generous, and reasonable you are. I myself have 
always been rather insensitive to formal beauty. But if 
there is any vanity left in your little head I will not 
conceal it from you that some people declare you to be 
beautiful, even strikingly so. I have no opinion on the 
matter.” 

Martha was well-educated and intelligent, though she 
did not consider herself an intellectual. In their mar- 
riage, the constant details of every day life were rich 
enough to absorb her completely. 

Since she was somewhat frail — though far from 
weak - Freud was always concerned about her health 
and would often tell her that she had only two duties in 
life — to keep well and to love him. 

Like any young man in love, Freud was given to fits 


of elation and then to equally passionate fits of despair. 
He could possess all the world in one moment and in 
the next, think life to be worth nothing. During one 
of the brighter periods of his engagement to Martha, 
when he had carefully decided against taking a “distant 
approach” with her, he sent her a red rose every day 
for more than a month ; each one was accompanied by 
a visiting card on which was a motto, in Latin, Spanish, 
English or German. On the first of these cards he 
likened her to the fairy princess from whose lips fell 
roses and pearls. His favorite name for her from that 
day on became, “Princess.” 

One day, on the other side of the ledger, when Martha 
refused a little gift of oak leaves he had picked for her, 
Freud damned all oak trees and was to hate them, be- 
cause of this incident, for the remainder of his life. 

The entire period of their long engagement was filled 
with such incidents. She would bake cakes for him. He 
would send her copies of Dickens’ novels — often point- 
ing out to her that their financial predicament made 
them seem very much like the characters in those novels. 
He would ask her if on such and such a night at such 
an hour did she think bad thoughts of him, because at 
precisely that hour, a pearl fell out of a ring she had 
given him. But even under the spell of such lover's irra- 
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tional suffering, he was able to add, “I have to admit 
that my heart did not sink, I was not seized with fore- 
bodings that our engagement would come to no good 
end, no dark suspicion that you were just at the moment 
occupied in tearing my image from your heart. A sensi- 
tive man would have felt all that, but my only thought 
was that the ring would have to be repaired and that 
such accidents are hardly to be avoided.” 

During the four years of his engagement to Martha 
Bernays, Freud was to suffer all the frustrations he 
later analyzed and wrote about so brilliantly. As soon 
as Martha’s mother heard of their betrothal, she im- 
mediately took her daughter off to Hamburg. It was 
her firm opinion that if an engagement had to be a 
long one, the couple had best be separated. And none 
of Freud’s frequent arguments to the contrary served to 
alter this painful situation. 

At the very beginning of this separation, Freud was 
to suffer one of his deep jealousies — this one directed 
against a cousin of Martha’s, the musician, Max Mayer, 
who was at her side in Hamburg. For a number of 
months, Freud was convinced that Mayer was stealing 
Martha from him. 

Mayer, in turn, introduced Martha to the painter, 
Fritz Wahle. Again Freud thought the worst and was 
in despair. But even in such despair, the mind of the 
theorist was at work and, seeing his beloved sur- 
rounded, and of course, he suspected, intrigued by 
artists, he wrote, “I think there is a general enmity 
between artists and those engaged in the details of 
scientific work. We know that they possess in their art 
a master key to open with ease all female hearts, where- 
as we stand helpless at the strange design of the lock 
and have first to torment ourselves to discover a suitable 
key to it.” 

Freud believed, in calmer moments, that he was suf- 
fering so in his love as a penance to expiate for his 
indifference to women up to the time he met Martha 
Bernays, when he was 26. Again, as with young lovers, 
Freud had thoughts of suicide, even of murdering the 
men he imagined were stealing Martha away from him. 
In these years we see Freud caught in those perfectly 
normal dark passions that today send so many of his 
believers to the couches he meant for other purposes. 

Freud was, as are most great men, a man of his time 
in many ways — notably in his desire to completely 
dominate his future wife. She was, he informed her 
early in their engagement, to change her fondness for 
being on good terms with everyone; she was always 
to take his side in any quarrel with either her mother 
or her brother. She was, in fact, to acknowledge that she 
no longer belonged to her family, but solely to him. 
Martha Bernays, however, had the quiet gift to let 
Freud make his demands and thus spend his passion 
and when all was again quiet between them, she would, 
more often than not, have her own way in the matter, 
having learned at the very beginning of their relation- 
ship that Freud’s bark was far worse than his bite. And 
in later years, Freud was to openly admit that he ap- 
preciated this strength Martha had always displayed, 
this sense of her own self that was, eventually, to mean 
much more to him than any self he ever might have 
moulded with ease to suit his passion or need of the 
moment. 

Another aspect of his time that was to play a large 
part in both his private life and his writings, was the 
general prudishness that filled the air. Thus, in alluding 
to the lower limbs of a woman, eighteen months after a 
particular occurrence had shocked him, he wrote to 


Martha, “You don’t seem to know how observant I am. 
Do you remember how in our walk with Minna along 
the Beethovengang you kept going aside to pull up your 
stockings ? It is bold of me to mention it, but I hope you 
don’t mind.” Some months later when Martha wrote him 
that she was going to stay with a friend of hers who 
“had married before her wedding,” Freud was deeply 
shocked and outraged and he forbid her to stay with 
such a woman. 

This prudishness was mixed, however, with his pas- 
sionate outbursts. He sometimes had the quality erf the 
man who thinks he can remain “decent” by wearing his 
hat to bed. 

When news came, for example, that his best friend, 
Schonberg,' was dying, Freud confessed to Martha, that 
the blue rings under her eyes agitated him more than 
his friend’s sad fate. And when Martha asked his per- 
mission to go ice-skating, Freud sternly refused, not 
out of any fear she might injure herself, but because it 
might necessitate her being arm in arm with another 
man than himself. 

Freud was thus a deep and constant storm of emotions. 
He was, according to all accounts of him, a man whose 
passions were far more powerful than those of the 
average man, but whose repressions were even stronger. 

This painful contradiction was to cause him much 
suffering during the hectic years of his engagement. 
But they were put to rest the day he married Martha 
Bernays. As always, Freud could foresee his own future, 
at least in terms of how he would behave. Before their 
marriage, he wrote to Martha, “And when you are my 
dear wife before all the world and bear my name we will 
pass out life in calm happiness for ourselves and earnest 
work for mankind until we have to close our eyes in 
eternal sleep and leave to those near us a memory every 
one will be glad of.” It was a prophecy and a wish that 
turned out to be completely true. 

His marriage, in bringing to an end this long period 
of frustration for Freud, began a new way of life and 
love for him. “I always think,” he wrote, “that once one 
is married one no longer — in most cases — lives for each 
other as one used to. One lives rather with each other 
for some third thing, and for the husband dangerous 
rivals soon appear: household and nursery. Then, despite 
all love and unity, the help each person had found in the 
other ceases. The husband looks again for friends, fre- 
quents an inn, finds general outside interests. But that 
need not be so.” In Freud’s marriage, it was not so — 
at least in so far as his outside interests could be found 
almost entirely in his work. And when the first of their 
six children arrived on October 16, 1887, Freud dis- 
covered emotions in himself that shortly after prompted 
him to write : “When we hear the baby laugh we imagine 
it is the loveliest thing that can happen to us.” 

As an example of how the passionate and frustrated 
suitor turned into the loving father and husband, there 
is the famous story of his eldest daughter’s illness, when 
at the age of five, she almost died of diptheria. With the 
child on what Freud believed to be her deathbed, he 
asked her what she would like most in all the world. 
The child answered, "A strawberry.” They were out of 
season, seemingly impossible to find, but Freud des- 
perately searched the city until he found some in one 
of the most expensive food shops. When the child at- 
tempted to swallow the precious berry, she began to 
cough violently and this fit of coughing removed the 
obstructive membrane and the next day she was on her 
way to recovery, her life saved by a strawberry — and 
a loving father. ( Continued on page 58) 
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'He's getting serious. Last night he asked if he 
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could keep a mistress if we got married." 
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every man over 35 
must read this book! 


H ERE IS plain talk and common sense about the 
pleasure and fulfillment of mature sex for the man 
past thirty-five. This book, written by a prominent 
psychiatrist, analyzes the anxieties and allays the fears of 
the man who all-too-frequently complains: “Doctor, I’m 
afraid I’m becoming impotent.” 

IS THERE A MALE CRISIS? 

For too long man has worried over the sex problems 
of the middle years. These fears have robbed him of 
sexual pleasure and inhibited his search for new adventure. 
The fear of decreasing sexual power can be extremely 
dangerous, advises Dr. Saxe, and may even lead to severe 
emotional illness. What is the truth about the middle-aged 
man? Need he fear the decrease of sexual potency? How 
often can he expect to have sex relations? Are there 
actually methods and techniques to increase his satisfac- 
tion and enjoyment? 

A BLUEPRINT FOR PLEASURE 



A DOCTOR DISCUSSES THESE INTIMATE TOPICS WITH YOU 


The Virile, Frightened Man — Ad- 
justment to the facts of life ... A 
definition of the male crisis . . . 
Coping with the male crisis. 

What Causes The Male Crisis? 

Why do we worship a false god? 

. . . How Old is Old? . . . Ground- 
less fears of the middle-aged man. 

Sex Problems Of The Middle Years: 
The Fear Of Impotence — Fear, the 
common denominator . . . Why 
does sexual potency decrease? . . . 
Frequency of sex relations... 
Kinds of Love . . . Changes in sex 
appetites with advancing age . . . 
The fallacy of making up for lost 


Alcoholism: The Crippling Disease 
Of The Middle Years — Vulnerabil- 
ity to alcoholism during the male 
crisis. . .Sex and alcohol. . . 
Tensions and depressions of the 
middle years as a factor in alco- 
holism . . . Unnecessary fears of 
alcoholism . . . Scotch-hopping . . . 
A guide for the worried ... Is 
alcoholism a disease that can be 
“caught”? ... A word to remem- 
ber . . . When does a drinker be- 
come an alcoholic? 

Related Emotional Problems Of The 
Man Forty To Sixty — Masturbation 
. . . Night emissions . . . Anxiety 
. . . Boredom . . . Stress . . . The 
pills on the bathroom shelf. 


This important book will give you the answers to vital, 
basic questions. It will tell you what to expect and 
tchat not to expect as you approach the golden years. 
But, most important of all, it will brighten your life, 
bringing welcome sunshine into what could become years 
of darkness. 

This is why we say, “every man over thirty-five must 
read this book.” You and your mate will both be delighted 
with the exciting, meaningful information contained in it. 
You may examine Sex And The Mature Man by Louis 
P. Saxe, M.D. and Noel B. Gerson on a ten-day free ex- 
amination basis. If after reading this book you do not 
find that it offers you new truths and rewarding fulfill- 
ment, you may return it for a prompt- refund of the 
$5.95 price. 


Sex Disorders: Real Impotence — 

Degrees of impotence ... The 
causes of impotence . . . Fear of 
disapproval . . . Fear of punish- 
ment ... Conflicting loves... 
Hostilities . . . Cures of impotence. 

Depression: The Most Persistent 

Enemy Of The Middle Years— Why 

the man of middle years is sus- 
ceptible . . . The nature of de- 
pression . . . The universality of 
depression in the middle years 
. . . The nature and general symp- 
toms of depression in the man of 
middle years . . . Fatigue in the 
middle years . . . The mental symp- 
toms of depression in the man of 
forty to sixty . . . Causes of de- 
pression... Reaction to depression. 


The Physical Aging Process — A defi- 
nition of physical aging . . . The 
characteristics of aging . . . The 
rate of aging . . . Nutrition and 
the life span . . . Heredity and 
the aging process . . . The effect 
of exercise on physical aging . . . 
The male climacteric . . . Life ex- 
pectancy . . . Health habits. 

Mental Adjustment To Aging — How 

young is young? ... A guide to 
acting your age . . . The influence 
of personality in adjustment to 
aging . . . Reactions to the aging 
process . . . The escape from aging 
. . . The basic fears of the aging 
process . . . The American prob- 
lem . . . The crystal ball. 


READ WHAT DR. SAXE SAYS IN 

SEX AND THE MATURE MAN 

“There may be a few men who glide through life serenely, 
taking the crisis of the middle years in their stride as they 
accept other crises, easily and without disruption of their per- 
petually happy state of being. I have yet to meet such a man, 
I have never heard of such a man, I have never read of 
such a man. 

“It is my hope that this book will help the man of middle 
years to understand his problem, to realize that others before 
him have faced similar ones and to react to his situation with 
intelligence and strength.” 


SEND NO MONEY. 10-DAY FREE EXAMINATION 


Mail to your favorite bookstore, or 
JULIAN MESSNER, INC.. DEPT. M-l, 8 W. 40th St., N. Y. 18. N. Y. 
Please send me a copy of SEX AND THE MATURE MAN by Louis 
P. Saxe, M.D. and Noel B. Gerson. I will pay the postman S5.95 
plus postage and handling charges. I understand that if I am not 
convinced this book offers important and helpful information on 
sexual satisfaction during the mature years. I may return it within 
10 days for refund of purchase price. 


Name 

Address 

City Zone State 

□ SAVE. Enclose payment with this coupon and publisher will pay 
all postage and handling charges. Same money-back guarantee. 
(New York City residents please add 24 1 sales tax.) 
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THE PALEWA 
PAPERS 


( Continued from page 25) 

lady we hired, Coral Riffifi, is quite 
handsome. I don’t like the way he’s 
holding her after we yell cut. 

JUNE 30TH — Worst has happened. 
Tar and Coral have run off together 
in an outrigger. We have to hold up 
shooting again. MAGNUM is scream- 
ing about cost, and Shinbon is angry 
because his samurais were looking 
forward to a big charge scene and 
had stayed up all night sharpening 
their swords. 

JULY 3RD — Caught Tar and Coral. 
They were making love under a 
banyan tree when my scouts sur- 
rounded them. I have turned the girl 
over to a missionary school on an 
atoll near here. She’ll never work in 
another movie of mine. Tar is taking 
his turn on the rack. 

JULY 5TH — Tar holds up well for 
a Santa Monica boy. He hasn’t 
screamed loud enough to spoil my 
sleep yet, and yesterday when I went 
below to visit him, he spat three of 
his tooth caps at me. I admire that 
kind of spirit, but rules are rules. 
I must have iron-clad discipline if I 
am to bring this film in on time and 
within the budget. 

JULY 7TH — Tar will not promise to 
leave the native women alone. I have 
decided to banish him. It shall be a 
splendid affair — with drum-rolling, 
the whole ship’s company at atten- 
tion, and a speech on parchment. I 
have written the scene myself. I 
think it will play. 

JULY 8TH — Banishment tonight. I 
will set Tar, and several of my most 
difficult writers, loose in an open 
dinghy with a keg of water, some 
biscuits, and a map of how to get 
to Macao. I can hardly wait. Movies 
are so synthetic . . . this is real 
drama ! 

The deed is done. The men went 
without much fuss (except for one 
writer who had to be clubbed uncon- 
scious so that we could get his type- 
writer away from him — he claimed 
that the trip in the open boat would 
make a great story, and he wanted 
to write it). Tar was a perfect gentle- 
man. He stuck his fingers Napo- 
leonically in his Don Loper original 
sportshirt and stepped into the open 
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dinghy without a word. However, he 
did speak to me as the boat was drift- 
ing into a fog bank off the stern of 
my yacht. I didn’t hear his words 
too well, but I think he asked : 
“What’s my motivation for this, 
Daddy?” 

JULY 25TH — Much work accom- 
plished now. Have about 60 hours of 
film in the can. We now approach the 
island of Palewa for the climactic 
battle sequences Skini-san and I 
went up in a helicopter today to sur- 
vey the claw-shaped pest-hole. It is 
filled with high mountains, thick 
mangrove swamps, and desolate 
white coral sand. I told Shinbon I 
thought we had enough battle scenes 
already, and that what we didn’t 
have, we could always get from stock 
footage in Hollywood. Skini didn’t 
like that idea at all. He has been 
getting more and more excitable as 
the movie has progressed. I thought, 
at the beginning of the project, I 
was the fanatic for realism. But 
Skini has me beat by a mile. The 
look he has in his eyes these days 
makes the hairs of my neck stand 
on end. Also, I’m sure he didn’t ap- 
prove of my treatment of Tar Babbee 
and my writers. Skini enjoys a very 
warm relationship with his staff. 

When the helicopter landed on the 
Palewa beach, Skini and I got out to 
take a look around. The place was 
deserted except for a couple of dead 
birds. Skini stood looking at the 
birds, and allowing some sand to sift 
through his fingers for a long time 
before he spoke to me. “Maxie-san,” 
he said, “must have utmost realism 
in battle scenes here. This Palewa . . . 
almost sacred shrine for Nipponese 
warrior. Many brave soldiers of the 
Imperial forces fall here during war. 
But that last time, ne? We fight it 
all over again. And this time — with 
a ritter bit of ruck — who know what 
happen.” 

I felt a cold chill run down my 
spine as I looked at the smile playing 
along Skini’s bloodless lips. His nar- 
rowed eyes watched me with secre- 
tive amusement. Suddenly, I knew. 
This was more than a movie battle 
coming up. He was mad. I had to 
keep my wits about me, if I was to 
survive. W T e got back in the heli- 
copter and flew back to my yacht. 

JULY 26TH — Held a meeting with 
my people. They are not with me. I 
can feel it. Only the Airborne 
Marines from El Toro are willing to 
make a real fight of it when we film 
the battle sequence tomorrow. I am 
frightened. 

Skini is enjoying my fear. He is 


taunting me while I try to sleep by 
having that damned koto player 
strum loudly in his tent. I will have 
to go over there and face him down. 

I had to push through an angry 
group of Imperial Marines at the 
entrance to Skini’s jtent. Once inside, 
I found Skini popping lush jungle 
grapes into his mouth while watching 
a geisha show on his transistorized 
portable TV. "Hai,” Skini ^id, upon 
seeing me, “preese to come and sit 
with honorable friend-o. We watch 
the rate, rate show from Tokyo.” 

“Skini-san,” I commenced angrily, 
“those damned kotos and samisens of 
your crew are keeping me awake.” 

“I only do that when sound go out 
on my TV. So sorry, Maxie-san. You 
no rike koto? 

“No.” 

“Ah, so.” 

“I think it sounds lousy.” 

“Rousy! Rousy!” Skini went for 
his dagger. I should have known 
better, but I was angry. “Hai,” Skini 
shouted, “you dare say that to big 
director-san rike me?” 

“Yes.” 

Skini put his dagger back into his 
kimono. “I rike you, Maxie-san. You 
got spunk. Be on set plenty early 
tomorrow. We gonna have a time. 
Sayonara!” Skini went back to his 
grapes and TV show. I left. Well, 
tomorrow we meet on the field of 
battle. 

JULY 26TH — As I suspected as 
soon as the scene was shot this 
morning and I yelled, “Cut!”, Skini’s 
troops kept on coming. They got my 
head cameraman with a lucky shot 
and the rest of us have split up. I’m 
near a place called “Bloody Chin 
Ridge.” I can hear Skini calling for 
me to come out. I must go, I’m afraid. 
The time has come. 

JULY 27TH — Skini has thrown a 
samurai sword out to me and waits 
for me to accept the challenge. I can 
hear the cheering of his men. I must 
go ; there is no escape. 

JULY 28TH — Fight over. Skini is 
dead. He was a real swinger with 
that samurai sword, but I never let 
him get close enough to do me any 
damage. I was wearing my Matty- 
Mattel belt with the Paladin der- 
ringer hidden in the buckle. Just as 
Skini came in for the coup de grace, 
I dropped him with a snap shot, 
Gary Cooper style. Now, they are 
combing the entire island for me. 
I must head for the swamp. 

JULY 29TH — They have smoked 
me out of the swamp and are driving 



me toward the beach. I can hear them 
yelling at me in the night: “Yankee 
dog of a director. Tonight you die!” 

I must keep on running . . . running 
. . . running. 

JULY 30TH — I have reached the 
ocean. They have me hemmed in and 
are closing fast. Up on the hill, I can 
see my writers, my production staff, 
my script girls, even the soldiers. 
They are cheering Skini’s men on — 
like a college rooting section. And 
after all I did for them — the lot of 
them. I’ll make up a blacklist if I get 
out of this. None of them will ever 
work on a film anywhere again. 

Oh, what a cruel fate. The bastards 
all know I was too busy making it 
big all my life to take advantage of 
my lifetime All-American Gym mem- 
bership and take up swimming. The 
only time I ever got wet was once 
when I was half-in-the-bag and fell 
into my own pool in Bel-Air. They 
planned this. My drowning will look 
like an accident to the world. 

Miracle of miracles. I have found 
an empty champagne bottle (must 
have drifted ashore from my yacht). 
Am stuffing this diary into it and 
carrying it with me into the surf. 
Perhaps, it may reach friendly eyes 
someday, and retribution will be 
meted out for this heinous crime. 
They’re firing carbines at me now. 
Sand spurting up all around. I am 
being driven to the water’s edge. No 
time left now . . . none at all. Tell all 
of my wives in Palm Springs I loved 
them — in my own fashion. Kiss my 
kids. Tell my agent to go to Hell. 
Goodbye world — the rest is silence 

( These memos of the “last movie 
mogul" speak for themselves. Who 
can say ivhat madness the tropics 
brings out in men ... or what a ter- 
rible price must be exacted to bring 
forth a masterpiece? We do know 
Max Rabble is gone, and his staff 
and murderers are scattered through- 
out the South Seas. We do not wish 
to comment upon the rightness or 
wrongness of their actions. What is 
done is done. At this moment, a large 
segment of the American 7th Fleet 
has •been dispatched to the vicinity 
of Pitcairn Island. If history repeats 
itself — as it so often has — Max 
Rabble’s untimely demise will not go 
unpunished . . . THE EDITORS ) 


TRY IT TWO WEEKS FREE 


New, “ automated /’ easy-learning way to 


INCREASE YOUR 
VOCABULARY 


Enjoy greater job and social success! 


Il's been proven beyond a shadow of a doubt in hundreds of tests by psychol- 
ogists and personnel directors — increase your vocabulary and you increase 
your pay check! 

No matter what kind of work you do, the ability to use a large vocabulary skillfully 
will win you greater attention and respect. You'll make a favorable, lasting impression 
when you speak at business meetings, departmental discussions, important job inter- 
views, community functions . . . when you write business letters and office memoranda, 
sell your ideas — and yourself — on paper, deal with clients and customers . . . and of 
course, on all social occasions. 

Men and women throughout the country — many of them college graduates 
— who once suffered from poor vocabularies, found their personal and busi- 
ness advancement amazingly accelerated when they strengthened their 
vocabulary and so added to the color, flexibility, persuasion and power of 
their speech and writing. 

Now a remarkable new “programmed" course immediately gives you all the words 
you need to build a forceful and vigorous vocabulary . . . words you can use to sharpen 
and polish your speaking and writing skills — with a minimum of effort. That’s because 
instead of books, pamphlets or records, this Course consists of three teaching machines 
that teach you more in a week than other methods do in a month. 


r Ho w The 

| Teaching Machines Work 



These machines are simple to operate 

I and unlike expensive electrically oper- 
ated machines, they have no wiring, a 
bulbs, or batteries to fail or replace. £ 

I All you do is turn a knob and a single 1 
bit of information appears in a window ’ 
in the machine. You write the answer to 

I the question it asks, and turn the knob again. 

Instantly, you see the correct answer and so 

reinforce what you’ve learned. 

I The machines are "programmed” to feed you information in logical order. You 
1 master each step before you proceed to the next. Almost incredible results have been obtained 

I by teaching machines in schools, colleges, industry and the Armed Forces . . . and this is the I 
technique this VOCABULARY BUILDING COURSE uses to give you a masterly command of the I 
spoken and written word. 

■ ‘These 3 machines come to you in a handsome desk-top slipcase. 


Here Is What This Course 
Will Do For You 

In no time at all, you’ll build a powerful 
new vocabulary, with thousands of new 
words for your “word bank." You'll under- 
stand prefixes, suffixes, roots and origin- 
usage. You’ll get an invaluable grounding 
in word derivations . . . understand, as 
never before, how words have been devel- 
oped from their Latin and Greek roots. As 
your knowledge of words — and your vo- 
cabulary — increases, you’ll proceed on to 
contextural clues, configuration clues, and 
general word knowledge. 

You’ll learn “instinctively” to use ex- 
actly the right word to express pre- 
cisely what you wish to say or write, 


and so enormously increase both the 
effectiveness of your ideas and your 
power to persuade people. This amaz- 
ing Course is a quick, sure road to a 
dynamic new vocabulary — and the 
enormous satisfaction and financial 
rewards that go with it! 


Try The Course 2 Weeks FREE 
Send No Money 

A fe» 


foi 




f:iO. $10. i 


. . ... . But tlie great de- 

mand has made It possible to mass-produce them. 
Now you can get TIIK THREE MACHINES of this 
VOCAIll'LARY m iLDINti COCRSE at the phenom- 
enally low price of only $9.0.1. 

Just Hll out and mail the coupon below and we'll 
send you the three teaching machines in the Course 
for a TWO-WEEK FREE TRIAL. If you're not 
absolutely delighted with the Course, just return the 
materials and pay nothing. 


FREE-TRIAL COUPON— MAIL TODAY 

National Institute of Education, Dept. 

24 Rope Ferry Rd., Waterford, Conn. 

Please send me the Programmed VOCABULARY BUILDING COURSE consist- 
ing of the three teaching machines, for a two-week FREE trial. At the end of two 
weeks I will either return the Course and owe nothing, or send you S9.95. plus a 
few cents for postage and handling, as payment in full. 


Name 

Address 

City Zone State 


DUDE^53 





54 v DUDE 




NOTHING BEYOND KISSES AND SWEET WORDS 

RIBALD CLASSIC BY MARGARET OF NAVARRE 

B n a certain town in France there lived a young 

seigneur of good family , who was attending the 
schools, desiring to acquire the knowledge which 
endows those of quality with honour and virtue. 
Though he had already made such progress in 
his studies that at the age of seventeen or 
eighteen he was a pattern for other students. 
Love failed not, nevertheless, to teach him other 
lessons. To make them more impressive and ac- 
ceptable, that sly instructor concealed himself 
under the face and in the eyes of the handsomest 
lady in the country, who had come to town on 
business connected with a lawsuit. Before Love 
employed the charms of this lady to subjugate 
the young seigneur, he had gained her heart by 
letting her see the perfections of the gentleman, 
who for good looks, pleasing manners, good 
sense, and a winning tongue, was not surpassed 
by anyone. You who know what way this fire 
makes in a little time, when once it has begun 
to burn the outworks of a heart, will easily imagine that love was not long in rendering 
himself master of two such accomplished subjects, and so filling them with his light that 
their thoughts, wishes, and words were but the flame of that- love. 

The natural timidity of youth made the gallant press his suit with all possible gentle- 
ness. But it was not necessary to do violence to the fair one, since love had already van- 
quished her. Modesty, nevertheless, that inseparable companion of the ladies, obliged her 
to conceal the sentiments of her heart us long as she could. But at last the citadel of the 
heart, wherein honour has its dwelling, was so breached that the poor lady gave her con- 
sent to what she had never been loth to. Still, in order to put the patience, fortitude, and 
passion of her lover to the proof, she surrendered only on one very difficult condition ; on 
his fulfilling which, she assured him that she ivould always love him most truly; but if he 
failed in it, she would do quite the reverse. The condition she proposed was this : she would 
condescend to talk with him, both being in bed together in chemise, but he was to ask 
nothing of her beyond kisses and sweet words; and he, thinking there was no joy com- 
parable to that which she offered him, accepted the condition without hesitation. 

That night the compact was fulfilled. It was in vain she caressed him; he would never 
break his word, however sharply he felt the promptings of nature. Though he was fully as- 
sured that the pains of purgatory were not a whit worse than those he endured, yet his 
love was so great, and his hopes so strong, that, counting on the perpetual affection it cost 
him so much to secure, he triumphed by his patience, and got up from beside her just as 
he laid down. The fair one, more astonished, I rather think, than pleased at such an ex- 
traordinary forbearance, took it into her head either that his love was not so great as he 
'said, or that he had not found in her all the attractions he had expected; for she made no 
account at all of the propriety, patience, and religious fidelity of her lover. She resolved, 
therefore, before she had surrendered, to put the love he professed once more to the proof. 
To this end she requested him to gallant a girl she had in her service, one who was very 
good-looking, and much younger than herself, in order that persons who saw him come 
so often to her house might suppose that he came for the sake of the girl, and not of her- 
self. The young seigneur, who flattered himself that he had inspired as much love as he 
harboured in his own bosom did all that was required of him, and made love to the girl in 
obedience to her mistress’s desire; and the girl, pleased with the addresses of so handsome 
a youth, who had such a seductive tongue, believed all he said to her, and was in love with 
him in earnest. 
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A LADY 
TESTS THE 
FIDELITY OF 
A YOUNG 
STUDENT, HER 
LOVER, BEFORE 
GRANTING HIM 
HER FAVORS. 


TTie mistress, seeing that things had come to this pass, and that her lover desisted none 
the more from pressing her to fulfill her promise, admitted to him that, after having put 
his love to such severe proofs, it was but just that she should recompense his constancy and 
submissiveness; accordingly, she promised to meet him an hour after midnight. I need not 
tell you whether or not the impassioned lover was transported with, joy, and was punctual 
to the assignation. But the fair one, in order to put the force of his passion to a new trial, 
said to her demoiselle, “I know the love of Seigneur Such-a-one for you, and l know that you 
are no less in love with him. I take such an interest in your happiness that I have resolved 
to contrive means for you both to enjoy a long conversation together in private and at your 
ease." The demoiselle was in such ecstasy that she could not dissemble her passion, and, in 
obedience to her mistress’ s directions, lay down alone on a handsome bed. The mistress 
then, leaving large candles lighted, the better to display the girl’s beauty, and the door 
open, pretended to go away, but contrived to hide herself near the bed so cunningly that 
she could not be discovered. The lover, expecting to find her as she had promised, stole 
softly into the room at the appointed hour, shut the door, undressed and got into bed. No 
sooner had he stretched out his arms to embrace his mistress, as he supposed, than the poor 
girl, who believed him to be all her own, threw her arms round his neck, and spoke to him 
with such affection, and with such a charming countenance, that there is not a holy hermit 
in the world but would have forgotten his paternosters for her sake. But when he recog- 
nized her form and face, the love that had made him get so quickly into bed made him 
jump out of it still more hastily, on finding that his bedfellow was not she who had made 
him sigh so long. Vexed then alike with the mistress and the maid, “Your folly," he said, 
“and the malice of her who put you there, cannot make me other than I am. Try to be an 
honest woman; for you shall not lose your good name through me.” So saying, he flung 
himself out of the room in huge dudgeon and it was a long time before he again visited 
his mistress. 
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THE SILENCE 


SVEN MESMER 


i’s latest film, 

■ * i an oilence , has 

caused, by this time, seizures of anger or despair almost 
everywhere in the world. The Swedes, of all people, have 
been shocked by the fiercely sexual episodes, some of 
which, of course, have been cut for U.S. consumption. 
But it is hard for most people to believe that the great 
poet Bergman has turned pornographer in this final 
effort of his film trilogy. A larger number of people be- 
lieve that the film is an ultimately gloomy statement 
of the impossibility of human communication; wherein 
Bergman, after removing God from man in Through a 
Glass Darkly , now removes each man from the next. 
However if one believes this literally, it is hard to see 
why Bergman felt he could communicate anything to 
us by making a film. In our view, The Silence explores 
not only isolation but also the languages with which 
human beings really speak to one another. 

The story is very simple. Two sisters, Ester and 
Anna, and the boy, Johan, are traveling by train through 
a hot, dreary foreign country. Ester is ill, and they 
break off their journey to stay at a large, ornate city 
hotel. Here, often through the eyes of Johan, we see 
the frustration of Ester’s intellectual and homosexual 
passion for her sister, the satisfaction of Anna’s physi- 
cal and heterosexual passion for a bar waiter, and the 
final departure of Anna and Johan leaving Ester to 
die alone at the hotel. 


There is an undeniable motif of isolation. Mr. Berg- 
man has insured that no one will understand the lan- 
guage of his foreign land by inventing one of his own. 
Even Ester, who is a linguist, is reduced to physical 
gestures to communicate with the servant. Even the 
two sisters, who speak the same language, cannot really 
contact one another: they writhe in their separate 
miseries like a two-headed snake : the one, voyeuristic 
and intellectual, afraid of physical experience; the other 
active, sexual, and contemptuous of “explanations.” 
And yet there is something more hopeful here than 
mere silence. Against a background of helplessness, 


Bergman shows the small, often frustrated workings 
of true human contact. He shows that true speech can 
be an elemental gesture for food or the mute evidence 
of illness. Johan speaks to the dwarfs with the language 
of his toy gun; the old servant wins the boy’s friendship 
with a sprinkle of liquid; the mother and child speak in 
a dialogue of physical bodies. The music of Bach, whose 
name appears as the only intelligible word in the strange 
newspaper, represents a bridge of human contact. Johan, 
in the end, is given a small list of words learned by 
Ester, who says to him, “Don’t be afraid.” Bergman 
seems deliberately to have broken apart all that is 
formal in human communication and looked hard at 
what is left. 

Students of Joyce often proposed very serious and 
complex explanations for certain episodes in which that 
author was simply having fun with words. Bergman’s 
flights of fancy with the camera and his great sense of 
humor have caused similar confusions. We will never 
forget the priceless sequence in which Johan, after 
wandering through the great hotel, finally pauses amid 
all the Marienbad-like grandeur of the empty corridors 
and quietly urinates in a corner. Bergman repeatedly 
indulges in a demonic playfulness which is unnecessary 
to the main line of his work. He masks Johan with 
ferocious glass etchings, centers the boy’s body in 
various rococo symmetries, gives him the power to 
represent terrible monsters in crayon. One senses the 
sheer pleasure Bergman takes in the richness of sounds 
alone: a comb passing through hair, water lapping in 
a tub, the mixture of street motors. 

And then there are Bergman’s real monsters, the 
true metaphors, of which no one making films today 
has a better command. When Johan hears the roar in 
the night street, sees the great tank enter the little 
square where it pauses like a squatting beast before 
moving on, he turns to the dying Ester and understands 
for the first time the horror of impending death. With 
the wordless strength of such imagery the voice of 
Bergman can speak through any silence. 
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PRIVATE LIFE OF 
SIGMUND FREUD 

( Continued, from -page 46) 

From this point on, Freud’s private 
life moved out of a troubled suitor’s 
sea into the calm waters of a re- 
markably happy marriage. There 
were constant financial worries — a 
particularly comic irony when one 
considers the yearly incomes of even 
the most mediocre psychoanalysts 
today. There were the arguments and 
later the painful breaks with such 
followers as Jung, Rank, Adler, 
Stekel, etc. There were the disap- 
pointments to be suffered by any man 
with both the courage and the genius 
to explore new areas of human ex- 
perience. There was the death of a 
daughter and of his favorite grand- 
child and there was the long suffering 
in old age of the cancer of the jaw 
that was, after more than 20 opera- 
tions, to finally take his life. 

But as far as Freud’s private life 
was concerned, it became, with his 
marriage to Martha Bernays, a quiet 
and regular and highly uneventful 
life. It became, perhaps, the life that 
millions of men and women go seek- 
ing today on expensive couches all 
over the Western World. 


THE FIRST 
EIGHT 
HOURS 
OF YOUR 
HONEYMOON 


( Continued from page 42) 

Physically — cool it for a while be- 
fore your natal day. Don’t see your 
intended if you have been accustomed 
to that. Don’t see old girl friends. 
Even more important, don’t see 
young girl friends. 

A warning. As a bachelor, you 
might be somewhat negligent over 
your own personal habits. Stay fresh. 
Don’t enter the white-sheeted mari- 
tal camp smelling like a pair of 
sneakers in a gymnasium locker. You 
can’t expect her perfume to do every- 
thing. 

Now you’re there. Don’t be impa- 
tient. 

One blushing bride kept repeating 
over and over again, “ooh, I just 
can’t believe I’m married.” 

Said the anxious, rushing hus- 


band, his voice keening with vibra- 
tion: “Just wait until I get this 
damn shoelace untied and you’ll be- 
lieve it.” 

That’s too much impatience. 

One of the pitfalls of hasty, aggres- 
sive actions — especially when the 
woman is chaste — is wounding the 
bride’s spirit, and hurting her phys- 
ically as well as mentally. As men- 
tioned earlier, proper handling of an 
uninitiated, but healthy girl, will pay 
off tenfold later. A woman wants to 
be possessed. So possess her, but 
carefully, tenderly, firmly. 

British sex psychologist Stella 
Brown says: 

“A really satisfactory lover must 
have insight and intuition as well as 
virility and passion. He must respect 
his individuality and be able to exer- 
cise an iron self-control. His own en- 
joyment will be all the keener in the 
end.” 

The man must be kind, considerate 
and willing to wait. The book is there 
sitting in your own library, don’t 
read the whole thing in one sitting. 

If you let your natural inclinations 
take over and don’t temper them with 
gentlemanly restraint and masculine 
control and masterly technique, you 
may have a marriage that starts with 
a bang and ends with a whimper. 

And that’s the story in a nuptial. 
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"Cool it, Alice — we really did run out of gas/' 
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BARBARA RAYNHAM LOVES GENES. HER FAVORITE DAYTIME 
PLACE IS THE SCIENCE LAB AT A SMALL SOUTHERN COLLEGE 
WHERE SHE IS THE ONLY FEMALE IN THE DEPARTMENT OF 
GENETICS (THOSE THINGS THAT MAKE YOU BOY OR GIRL.) NEED- 




LESS TO SAY, SHE GIVES THE GUYS A ROUGH TIME. ANY MALE, 
EVEN SCIENTISTS, WOULD RATHER STUDY A LIVING, FLAMING 
REDHEAD THAN A BUNCH OF NOWHERE AMOEBAS. HER 
INSTRUCTOR, WHO IS ONLY HUMAN, FIGHTS TO MAINTAIN HIS 




DIGNITY. ONE DAY HE FORGOT WHO HE WAS AND SHOUTED “DIBS 
ON BEING BARBARA’S LAB PARTNER!” POOR MAN, EVERYONE 
LAUGHED, EXCEPT BARBARA, WHO MERCIFULLY TUGGED HER 
SKIRT OVER HER KNEES. BEFORE SHE ARRIVED, THE SCIENCE 
DEPARTMENT HAD THE SMALLEST NUMBER OF STUDENTS. NOW 
THE FRIDAY AFTERNOON LAB IS MORE POPULAR THAN BUD’S 
BAR. BARBARA TAKES IT ALL IN HER STRIDE. “MY MAIN INTEREST 
HERE IS HOW AND WHY WE ARE MADE,” SHE SAYS. “I TRY TO BE 
OBJECTIVE ABOUT EVERYTHING - IN THE CLASSROOM OR THE 
LAB, MEN TO ME ARE NOTHING MORE THAN A BUNCH OF GENES.” 
WHAT DOES SHE DO AT NIGHT? STUDIES THE STARS. 
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CHARLEY CRUMPEL & THE SOFTEST TOUCH 


STAN ASKIN 


It was a shock, man. I 

mean it wasn’t the sort 

of a deal that a guy falls into every day, like getting 
touted on an eight horse parlay with a money-back 
guarantee. Better, it was like collecting your money in 
advance. I had them by the short hair and they didn t 
even know it. It gives a fellow a feeling of power, and 
that’s one of the best feelings there is. I was all sort ol 
like warm and eager because I knew it was going to be 
good, mavbe the best score I ever made. And there 
wasn’t any rush. I could take my time and enjoy it 
There’s some special satisfaction in being able to do it 
to an old friend like Charley Crumpel. 

The funny thing is how I could be sure. After all, it 
had been 16-17 years, and I only saw her face that one 
time. But it was a combination of things - the name, 
the accent, the circumstances — plus the face. And one 
thing I got is a great memory for faces. In my line ol 
work it’s not considered good business practice to try to 
hit the same mark twice, unless of course it’s that par- 
ticular kind of mark who can’t be taken too often. Like 
an aging lady I recall from a few years back who hated 
to cha cha alone on rainy afternoons in Miami. But 
that’s a story I’m saving for the future. When I get too 
old to make the scene I figure on picking up a few quid 
bv writing on the psychology of the mark for the tech- 
nical journals. And the experts will find the results of 
my research worth waiting for, let me tell you, because 
I’ve been a top operator in my field for a good many 
years and in all modesty, I’ve only been hit two times 
that stuck. And they only put me out of circulation 
briefly during the off-season. 

As long as I’m getting so personal, I might as well 
admit that what I am, to use the vernacular, is a hus- 
tler. Horses, cards, dice, punchboards, basketball point 
shavers. Also lonely women, hot jewelry, and vice versa. 
Anything to turn a fast dollar has been my credo, and 
lord knows, everybody’s got to have one of those these 
days. . . . 

I started out as a kid running bets for a bookie in 
Cleveland, and in the Army I learned what a sharpie 
could do with a pair of dice and a poker deck. You 
might even say that I learned my trade in the Army. In 
fact, the C.I.D. was trying to find out who was selling 
the mess hall sugar to the local German bakers when 
our travel orders arrived, and I could feel the hot breath 
of the bloodhounds on my neck as we went up the 
gangplank. I don’t mind telling you that an Army prison 
stockade was one scene I didn’t want to make. (In case 
you were a 4-F or a draft-dodger, no offense intended, 
during those days of patriotic fervor, and you’d care 
for more information on the subject of Army stockades, 
I refer you to Jim Jones, first book. As you can see, I m 
not one to refrain from giving a boost to a fellow 
author.) 

The way I figured, I deserved something for the risk 
of having my butt shot off over there. The hustlers back 
home were fattening up on the war boom and the black 
market and who was going to look out for a poor mother- 


less kid like me? Not Charley Crumpel, that’s for •damn 
sure. Charley was supposed to be my buddy, but I could 
tell by the look on his face the first time he saw me 
heist a watch and a ring from a Kraut prisoner that he 
didn’t approve of me. The creep. It seems we had dif- 
ferent war aims. Mine were to save my ass and collect 
anything of value that was lying around or could be 
prved loose. It even got back to me once that he had to d 
the Chaplain that he tried not to judge me too harshly 
because I hadn’t had the advantages of upbringing that 
he did. That’s the kind of Square John Charley Crumpel 
was. One time he even stuck his neck out to draw enemy 
fire away from me when I was pinned down in an open 
field Beat that if you can. Anybody that good makes 
me a little sick. Well, that was way back when we were 
all a lot younger, and more innocent, and now, some- 
what to my surprise, I find myself in Atlantic City, New 
Jersey. Miami’s in the off-season, abandoned by the 
money and too bloody hot for a civilized human being. 
The race track fuzz have a flyer out saying I should be 
discouraged from enjoying the Sport of Kings and that 
the improvement of the breed can proceed without my 
assistance. So when a member of the Bunco Squad ap- 
proaches me at Grand Central Station to announce that 
“New York is a Summer Festival” but not for me, 1 
head for the cool ocean breezes. You can see that I’m not 
exactly unknown in certain influential circles. My ca- 
reer has not been without a certain amount of recog- 

Their Chamber of Commerce likes to call Atlantic 
City “The Playground of the World” and allowing for 
a certain excess of native enthusiasm, and acknowledg- 
ing that the town ain’t what it once was, it has always 
been one of my favorite places of business. Call me corny 
but I enjoy the sand and the sea, and on the crowded 
boardwalk there’s many an opportunity to make a 
connection. There’s an excitement about Atlantic City 
that always gets to me. And I never miss the free 
pickles on Heinz’ pier. You’re right, I admit it, I m still 
a child at heart. 

I check into one of the better boardwalk hostelries, 
appearances being as important in my business as in 
yours. Then I slip into a pair of the latest things in 
bathing trunks, “hot” off the counter of a fine Collins 
Avenue haberdashery, if you’ll indulge me in a bad joke, 
and head for the beach to replenish my fading sun tan 

- for the glow of good health that distinguishes the 
successful man. 

It gets to be mid-afternoon and I’m stretched out com- 
fortably on a big towel while the hot rays of the sun 
filter through the Man Tan to my eager epidermis. I’m 
surrounded by a college hipster crowd and amidst the 
beards, buttocks, bongos and bikinis I’m fondly remem- 
bering a wild week’s leave in Nice on the French Riviera 

- a G I. paradise in 1945. I’m back again in a little room 
with a girl from North Africa and the smell of the 
Mediterranean is in the air and on her skin and I m 
learning about things I never heard of back in Cleve- 
land, when some big clod comes lumbering out of the 
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surf and charges past me spraying sand and cold salt 
water over my reverie. 

I give a yell and turn to see who done it. The clod 
don’t even look back. He runs a few yards up the beach 
and flops down among a party of bathers. Suddenly I 
think I see a familiar face, and then another one, and 
another, and then the clod looks at me and I look at him 
and he looks at me, and so help me Yellow Kid Weil, the 
clod is Charley Crumpel! He gives a hoot and a holler 
and bursts toward me like a Brahma bull coming out of 
a chute. (One season I followed the rodeo circuit with 
a drawl, a ten-gallon hat, boots and a trick deck until 
one night in back of a saloon in Great Falls, Montana, 
when I ran into another guy with a drawl, a ten-gallon 
hat, boots and a trick deck. His boots were spurred.) 

“Jocko,” Charley shouts, “how in the hell did you hear 
about it? We didn’t know where to reach you.” Well, 
man, here I am at a reunion of Company “C”, 3rd Bat- 
talion, Umpty-umph Infantry Regiment. And I didn’t 
bring my Purple Heart. 

It’s Old Home Week. Creeps I couldn’t stand in the 
service and who never had a good word for me are 
pounding on my back and it’s “Hi yah, Jocko,” “How’re 
y' boy,” “What’ve you been up to?” “Where do you keep 
yourself?” “You put on a few around the middle,” “Did 
you bring the missus?” “How many kids you got?” “Do 
you remember St. Mere Eglise?” and the lies flowed 
like wine. 

Just when it begins to appear that my sojourn in 
A. C. is going to be a financial disaster - all outgo and 
no income, the uproar subsides and I get a fill-in from 
Charley Crumpel. And, lo and behold, Charley is H-O-L-D- 
I-N-G. It seems that after the war he got some capital 
together somewhere and went into war surplus in To- 
ledo. He rode the post-war boom, expanded carefully and 
now owned a discount chain that extended across a 
couple of state lines. Charley Crumpel was a wealthy 
man. My Old Buddy. 

Then Charley says, “Hey, you haven’t met my wife.” 
He leads me over to where a group of the Company “C” 
Auxiliary, in assorted shapes and sizes, are patiently 
watching their nearly middle-aged spouses trying to re- 
claim their youth. I’m a little surprised when he stops 
in front of a small, pretty woman — good head on a fine 
body as they say in the beer ads. 

“Honey,” he says, “I want you to meet my best friend 
in the service, Jocko Mercante. Jocko, this is Sybil, my 
little war souvenir.” Suddenly my head begins to buzz. 
My memory is leaping backwards. 

He % smiles at me proudly. “You always said I didn’t 
know" a good thing when I saw it. Boy were you wrong. 
Do you remember that weekend we had in London? 
That’s when I met Sybil.” 

I remembered that weekend, all right. And I also re- 
membered Sybil. 

It was during January or February ’44 and the Luft- 
waffe also showed up for their last big bash over Lon- 
don. Paddington Station was on fire when me and 
Charley arrived by train on Friday and it was burning 
again when we pulled out Sunday night. In between 
we both met Sybil. 

Charley was the sightseeing type and when he headed 
for the Tower of London and a gander at the Crown 
Jewels, I headed for Picadilly Circus to see what I could 
do for the family variety. Somebody had told me that 
the afternoon Tea Dance at the Picadilly Hotel was a 
good place to start. I hadn’t been there more than five 
minutes when I met Sybil. It was very easy. A little later 
we repaired to the more intimate American Bar down- 
stairs in the hotel and over a couple of gins we got 
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acquainted. After a few of her Limey-type questions, 
like “What do you do on civy street?” to which she re- 
ceived a fanciful reply, I asked her, “and what do 
you do?” 

“I shack up,” she said, and that’s how I learned that 
Sybil was a businesswoman. In my boyish midwestem 
innocence I was shocked. She didn’t look like any hooker 
I had seen back in the States. But I hadn’t been in 
England very long. Back where I came from I learned 
that “real men” don’t have to pay for it, but I was 
finding out that things were different over here and 
war was really hell. 

We got down to a discussion of money and she said 
that her price was five pounds for the night. In a flash 
I converted this into real money and — goddam — it 
came to twenty dollars. (I learned later that sex had 
been much more sensibly priced in London until the 
“men of the fighting Air Force” arrived out of the wild 
blue yonder with their pockets stuffed with flight pay 
and caused a galloping inflation in the flesh market.) 

By now I had quite a yen for Sybil, so we quickly 
came to terms — hers — and she said, “Now that’s set- 
tled. Let’s enjoy ourselves like this is a real date.” That 
was okay with me because we had most of the evening 
and the whole night ahead of us for kicks and I planned 
on beating her out of the twenty bucks anyhow — the 
best kick of all. 

We left the Picadilly and went to a nearby restaurant 
for my first civilian food since coming overseas. It was 
awful. I think the British got their famous “stiff upper 
lip” from eating that lousy food through many a long 
war. After that we queued up for the “flicks” and then 
“home to bed,” two allies walking hand-in-hand through 
the blackout to a cold room, about to do for hard cash 
what I figured she should be happy to do for warm pa- 
triotism, gratitude even. Worse yet, the illusion of “just 
a regular date” disappeared as soon as we got to her 
place. She became all business. First the outstretched 
hand; then the outstretched body. A fast shake and a 
goodnight Yank. 

There was a little more but not much — her lack of 
participation took all the fun out of the game. After a 
while, when she thinks I’m asleep, she gets out of bed 
and starts writing in a little notebook. “That must be 
some diary,” I says. 

She looks at me without even a smile. “Just keeping 
my accounts,” she says. “This is a business you know.” 
I knew, I knew. It sure as hell wasn’t a sport. 

Later, when I’m sure she’s asleep, I decide to get my 
five pounds back and cut out of there. So I slip into my 
clothes and tippy-toe over to the dresser where I had 
seen her put my money. I give a gentle pull but the 
drawer don’t open. I figure it’s stuck so I get a good grip 
on the knob and tug away. The knob comes off in my 
hand, but the drawer stays shut. The damn thing is 
locked. I realize she must have done it while I was in 
the john. I take out my pocketknife and am trying to 
jimmy it open when she suddenly sits up in bed and 
switches on a lamp. 

“Just what do you think you’re doing?” she says. 

“I’m taking my five pounds back,” I says. “I didn’t 
get my money’s worth.” 

“Oh, no you’re not,” she says, “and you get away from 
that drawer.” 

Then I get tough. “If you don’t shake loose that key,” 
I says, “I’m gonna take this knife and carve my initials 
in your backside.” I wouldn’t have really done it, I 
wasn’t looking for that kind of trouble, but I thought 
a good scare would do the trick. Instead, she yells, “Just 
take one step toward me — just one step — and I’ll 
scream my head off. If your ( Continued on page 70) 
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{Continued from page 34) 
could rush into the breech and maybe 
forestall total disaster. Christine’s 
musky aroma still permeated every 
nook and cranny of her typewriter, 
and, despite my extreme fatigue, 
there were vague stirrings in my 
loins. 

“Well, Frimmel,” came the famil- 
iar Blatz drone, “I’m willing to give 
you a blockbuster order if you can 
cop the smell of this nationally ad- 
vertised brand of underarm spray 
deodorant. I plan to peddle it to dis- 
count chains and package it under 
their private labels. But it must 
smell like the real McCoy, or there’s 
no deal.” He must have been show- 
ing a sample of the popular deodor- 
ant to Harry, but I couldn’t get a 
gander of it from Miss Lushbottom’s 
desk. 

"My chemist is a positive genius,” 
Harry told Blatz. “He can duplicate 
any essence. As a matter of fact, he 
was checking out our extracting 
equipment before you arrived. Quite 
a conscientious fellow that Laf- 
cadio.” I took the compliment bitterly 
in the darkness of my listening post. 

“And now I suppose you wanna 
cry poor mouth and discuss prices 
with me?” Blatz challenged my boss. 

“Not at all,” I heard Harry say, 
almost jovially. “That’s usually your 
department, Mr. Blatz. Anyhow, 
there’s no point in discussing prices 
until we come up with the aroma 
you want.” 

“But I wanna make damn sure this 
isn’t gonna cost me too much,” Blatz 
intoned. “Remember, you’re not the 
only aerosol joint in this city.” 

“Please, please, Mr. Blatz. Don’t 
get me worked up. Money isn’t every- 
thing.” Harry sounded absolutely 
serene. Missing was the low-pitched 
tightness his voice always took on 
when he discussed prices with the 
old gonif. Blatz must have sensed 
this change in manner also, because 
there was a minute’s edgy silence, 
punctuated by the older man’s rapid 
wheezing. I could just picture the 
surprise written all over his ravaged 
face. 

“Well, if you don’t want to talk 
prices, I’ll be getting back to my 
office.” Blatz sounded anxious and 
uncomfortable. 

“Unfinished business there?” the 
boss asked, a leer hanging like a 


stalactite from each word. “Like Miss 
Lushbottom, for instance?” 

“Whatayamean by that insinuatin’ 
tone ?” 

“Oh, skip it, Blatz. I guess she 
just couldn’t resist the charms of a 
hard-fisted captain of industry like 
you.” The boss chuckled good na- 
turedly. For the life of me, I couldn’t 
figure out the game he was playing. 

“Ya ain’t mad?” Blatz’s wheezing 
increased its tempo. 

“Nonsense! As one connoisseur 
to another, I admire your choice. 
Listen, instead of you going back to 
your office, I insist that you join me 
for dinner. Then we’ll come back 
here for dessert. I’ve arranged for 
a little surprise, which a man of your 
proclivities will appreciate.” 

“Whazzat?” The wheezing was 
really coming fast. 

“Poontang!” Harry shouted. “I’ve 
arranged for a jolly romp with a 
couple of chicks in the quiet of the 
Ajax Concentrate and Aerosol Com- 
pany.” 

When I heard the boss’s plans — 
so totally unexpected, I suffered a 
sudden vertigo and my head smashed 
into Christine Lushbottom’s odorous 
typewriter. The next thing I knew, 
the light went out in Harry’s office, 
and the darkened forms of the for- 
mer business adversaries walked past 
me toward the main door. They were 
guffawing bawdily, and the last I 
heard before the door locked shut 
was a tribute to my boss : “Harry, at 
last you’re conductin’ yourself like a 
real businessman. You’re my kinda 
person.” Only the last word sounded 
more like “poison” in Blatz’s inimi- 
table Brooklynese. 

I was tempted to remain and watch 
the orgy from a hiding place, but I 
remembered the back pay Harry 
owed me and decided against risking 
detection. Instead, I repaired to my 
apartment and took a cold hip bath. 
This was a remedy I had read about 
in a Boy Scout Handbook many years 
ago, but it does have its limitations. 
With the visions I was conjuring up, 
sleep did not come easily. 

Arriving at the factory at eight 
o’clock, which was a full hour early 
for me, I was surprised to find Harry 
at his desk. He looked as though he 
hadn’t gone home at all: his eyes 
were red-rimmed and he needed a 
shave so urgently he risked losing his 
membership card in the human race. 

Resting on his desk was a narrow- 
necked bottle, the size of an office 
water-cooler demi-john. It contained 
a cloudy yellow liquid, with shreds 
of something-or-other floating in it. 
Harry was staring at it with such 


intensity I knew he hadn’t heard me 
enter. 

“Boss,” I said, hoping to break 
through his hypnotic trance, “what 
in hell is that murky stuff in the 
jug?” 

He looked up at me blankly for a 
full ten seconds before a smile lit up 
his Alley Oop face. “Last night, Laf- 
cadio, inspiration crackled through 
me like electricity.” 

It sure did, I thought. You and 
that other lecher must have had a 
real swingin’ time. I looked quickly 
around the office for a garter belt, a 
pair of ripped panties, a tell-tale stain 

— anything to fuel my lustful 
thoughts. I was disappointed to find 
the office absolutely immaculate. 

“After dinner, I came back to the 
plant and created a most unusual es- 
sence,” Harry continued. “On my 
desk you see the result of a night’s 
feverish research activity. I hope you 
will forgive my using your labora- 
tory facilities.” 

I was all set to ask him what went 
with Blatz and the two broads he 
supposedly had lined up, but I caught 
myself in time. Of course, he had no 
idea I had been tuned into his con- 
versation with Blatz. 

“What it is like — the essence?” I 
asked. 

“Take a whiff.” Harry unstop- 
pered the bottle and I accepted his 
invitation. The odor that assailed my 
nostrils defied classification. Suffice 
it to say that it came close to being 
a quintessence of all the high school 
gym lockers in the world — on both 
sides of the Iron Curtain. Reeling, I 
fell into an overstuffed chair nearby. 

"I know it’s a bit overpowering,” 
Harry said with fantastic under- 
statement. “But this concentrate will 
be cut at least a million to one. 
There’s actually enough in the bottle 
to make up a hundred million aero- 
sol cans!” 

“A hundred million aerosol cans 

— of what?” I shuddered. 

“Pardon, Lafcadio. I realize I’m 

racing ahead. When this is packaged 

— we’ll overtop it with some menthol 
and bay rum, to be sure — I believe 
we’ll have the hottest item in men’s 
toiletries since the invention of 
Spanish Fly.” 

“Oh?” I said with restrained en- 
thusiasm. I had my eye on a dark 
object, about the size of an acorn, 
which rested on the bottom of the 
bottle. 

“Yes, this will be the most fantas- 
tic men’s spray cologne ever com- 
pounded,” said Harry, his eyes taking 
on the glow of missionary zeal. “One 
squirt will impart to every man — 
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every shnook, every dud, every fail- 
ure — what my Aunt Bertha likes to 
call the smell of success. And when a 
man smells like a successful business 
man — why, that’s more than half the 
battle. The human mind boggles at 
the possibilities, the vistas, the — ” 

“Did you come up with a name for 
this financial aphrodisiac?” I couldn’t 
take my eye off the thing lying on 
the floor of the jug: for some reason 
its importance loomed so large, I 
thought I’d bust if I didn’t find out 
what it was. 

“That’s what I was thinking about 
when you walked in. We’ll give it a 
French touch. How about Essence du 
Succes V’ Before waiting for my ap- 
proval, which he undoubtedly ex- 
pected, he continued: “Lafcadio, I’m 
bone weary. You’re the chemist, so 
take over while I go home and put in 
some sack time. What you have here 
is the rough concentrate. Distill it, 
filter it, pamper it — and have it 
ready so we can get into production 
within the week.” On his way out, he 
added: “And make up a sample can 
for me. I’m going to spray myself 
under each armpit before I see the 
moneybags for a loan to get this proj- 
ect launched.” Before I had a chance 
to ask, in an offhand way to be sure, 
how things went with Angus Blatz, 
Harry took off. I was alone with the 
demi-john. 

Now that six months have elapsed, 
I am no longer a skeptic. Harry did 
get that bank loan on his first visit, 
and Essence du Succes took the coun- 
try by smell. All the large toiletry 
companies have tried to imitate it, 
but so far in vain. Already we’re 
three months behind in our orders, 
and Harry’s Aunt Bertha can’t stop 
raving about her genius of a nephew. 
Oh, yes. Christine Lushbottom re- 
turned to Harry’s lap a few days 
after Angus Blatz’s mysterious dis- 
appearance and won’t leave his pres- 
ence even for a coffee break. Harry 
no longer eats pralines. 

As for me, I use Essence du Succes 
all the time, and now I have three as- 
sistant? in the lab. One of them does- 
n’t know an Erlenmeyer flask from 
litmus paper, but with her super- 
structure, why should she? 

The only note of unpleasantness 
sounded last week. Harry got high- 
handed when I asked him for a fifty 
per cent share of good old Ajax. Be- 
fore he got too nasty, I gave him a 
quick flash of that dark object I had 
fished out of the jug. It’s an onyx 
cuff link, with ruby chips that spell 
out the initials “A.B.” Not surpris- 
ingly, my half interest in the busi- 
ness came through the next day. 


This morning, I spotted Harry 
outside his office. “What happens,” 
I asked, “when we finally run out of 
the concentrate?” I saw perspiration 
flood the furrows on his forehead. 


CHARLIE 

CRUMPEL 


( Continued from page 68) 
brains weren’t in your pants you 
might have noticed when we came 
in that there’s an American M. P. 
billet next door. And they’re all 
friends of mine. I didn’t choose this 
place without good reason.” 

Now I’m really burning. I start 
for the bed to give her a good shot 
in her big mouth when she lets out 
a blood-curdling shriek that abruptly 
changes my mind. I grab my hat and 
hightail it the hell out of there. And 
if that ain’t humiliating enough, she 
hollers after me, “You weren’t so 
bloody hot in bed yourself!” 

I hit the sidewalk and run smack 
into one of her M. P. buddies and 
while he’s still off balance I get lost 
in the blackout. How do you like 
that for a taker getting took? It 
pains me to tell the tale. But what 
the hell, I was only a dumb kid. Since 
then nobody takes -Jocko Mercante. 
Jocko does all the taking. 

Well, brothers, if you’ve followed me 
this far, you know for a fact that right 
there on the beach my little ole brain 
was awhirlin’ and atwirlin’. Like the 
professional that I am, I had im- 
mediately sized up the situation and 
knew that unknown to Charley Crum- 
pel, he was about to lose a friend 
and gain a dependent. No “Old 
Hustlers Home” for me when I finally 
lost my touch. My declining years 
would bfe spent in modest comfort as 
I collected dividends on the twenty 
bucks I had invested in Sybil back 
in my callow youth. Only one ques- 
tion remained to be answered and I 
put it to Charley first chance I got. 

“How’d you and Sybil happen to 
meet,” I asked. 

“Boy, that’s some story,” he re- 
plied. “Wait till you hear.” 

“I’m waiting,” I said. 

“Well, you remember that first 
Friday night in London. I was on my 
way back to the hotel after seeing a 
show, and I was walking down 
Shaftesbury Avenue, when I was 
startled to hear a woman’s scream 
and then some GI dashes out of a 
building, bumps into me and races 


“I’ll cross that bridge when I come 
come to it,” he snapped, looking at 
me in a most appraising manner. 

Not if I get there first, you won’t, 
I thought. Harry, on the hoof, looked 
good for a jug-and-a-half. 


off into the blackout. I can hear a 
woman crying at a window right 
above my head so I say, ‘What hap- 
pened, miss?’ And she says, between 
sobs, ‘A Yank forced his way into 
my room. Who are you?’ ‘Just a pas- 
serby,' I says. ‘I hope he didn’t hurt 
you.’ She says, ‘I’m quite all right, 
thanks. You sound like a Yank.’ And 
I say, ‘Yes, but I hope you don’t 
think we’re all like that.’ And she 
says, ‘Oh, no, I know better than 
that. Some of my best friends are 
Yanks, and you sound quite nice.’ 
‘If I can be of any help,’ I says. And 
she says, ‘Well, I am a wee bit shaky. 
Would you care to join me in a cup 
of tea?’ I still don’t know what she 
looks like because it’s so dark. She’s 
just a voice at the window. But I go 
up and it’s Sybil.” He gives me a 
playful shove which knocks me back 
on my heels. (I didn’t tell you that 
Charley is built like a blacksmith.) 

“How’s that for luck?” he says. 
“In a way I suppose I should be 
grateful to the bum who tried to 
force himself on her, because if it 
hadn’t been for him Sybil and I would 
never have met. She and I hit it off 
right away. Before very much time 
had passed we were discussing our 
hopes and plans for the future. After 
that everything happened naturally. 
Now we have three fine children, a 
gorgeous home, a flourishing busi- 
ness, and I’ve never regretted it for 
a minute. Almost makes you believe 
in fate, eh kid,” and he gave me 
another of his playful shoves that 
rattled my teeth. “Well,” he says, 
“that’s my story. What’s yours?” So 
I gave him the standard routine while 
under my breath I was humming 
the tune to that Hit Parade favorite, 
“Shafted on Shaftesbury Avenue.” 

By nightfall the reunion was in 
full swing. It looked like a Kiwanis 
Club blast. The boys and girls were 
dressed to the teeth and ready for 
revelry. Charley had on his white 
linen jacket, his bow tie, and his 
black and white shoes. Sybil looked 
beautiful in her summery gown. She 
was the kind who improved with 
age. I was eagerly anticipating the 
night’s events. 

In one of the hotel’s smaller ban- 
quet rooms a bar had been set up 
and the drinking began early. A 
fancy dinner was served for which 
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they were over-charged. Then there 
were speeches : Happy speeches about 
the living, and sad speeches memori- 
alizing our departed brothers. A few 
of the more sentimental among us 
were forced to bring out their hand- 
kerchiefs. Then the floor was cleared 
for dancing, a rinky-tink band began 
to play, and the serious drinking 
began. 

I waited until Charley was half 
loaded and off in a corner with a 
bunch of the boys deep in the songs 
and stories of our Great Adventure. 
Then I joined Sybil who was sitting 
alone and obviously bored. 

“Hi, Sybil,” I said, “how’s tricks.” 
“Oh, Mr. Mercante,” she said. 
“How come you’re not with Charley 
and the others? Don’t you enjoy 
talking about the old days? Charley 
lives for these reunions.” 

“This is sort of a reunion for us 
too, isn’t it,” I replied. 

A startled look came to her face. 
“Whatever do you mean?” she said. 

“I was sitting across the room 
watching you just now and think- 
ing about our first conversation.” 
Glints of annoyance appeared in 
her eyes. “Our first conversation was 
on the beach this afternoon. You 
said, ‘Pleased to meet you,’ and I 
said, ‘Howja do.’ ” 

“No,” I said, “our first conversa- 
tion took place in the American Bar 
of the Hotel Picadilly in London dur- 
ing the war. You said, ‘What do you 
do on civy street' and I told you. 
Then I said, ‘And what do you do?’ 
and you replied, ‘I shack up.’ And 
we did. Only you were lousy in bed 
and you beat me out of five pounds 
of my hard earned GI pay. I never 
forget a face — or a body.” 

All through this she sat perfectly 
still. There was only a widening of 
her eyes and a tightening of her 
jaw muscles. I had to remember that 
I was dealing with another pro. When 
she spoke it was with the voice of re- 
spectability infuriated. “How dare 
you speak to me like that. You’re 
either {Irunk or insane, probably 
both. I never laid eyes on you before 
today, and if you don’t leave this 
table at once, I’m going to call my 
husband.” 

Now I had her, my little British 
pigeon. “All right,” I said, “call 
him.” 

She looked toward Charley over in 
the corner and then back to me, and 
for the first time there was a slight 
break in her composure. 

“No,” she said, “I hate scenes and 
I don’t want to spoil Charley’s fun. 
So if you’ll please leave I’ll forget 
the whole thing and attribute your 


boorishness to an excess of alcohol.” 
“A good try,” I said, “but no 
kewpie doll. The truth is I’ve got you 
hooked, so you might as well stop 
squirming. Charley told me how you 
met, but he doesn’t know that I was 
the guy who bumped into him on the 
street in front of your flat.” 

Her shoulders sagged and she 
slumped back in her seat. She was 
suddenly seeing me for the first time. 
“Oh, my God,” she said, and her voice 
was like a moan, “that was you.” 
“There, that’s better,” I said. 
“Now we know one another. We can 
get down to business.” 

I could almost smell her fear, and 
my pulses began to race. There are 
many kinds of satisfaction in this 
life. 

“What sort of business could you 
and I possibly have,” she wanted to 
know. So I explained to her how 
things were going to be while she 
listened quietly. She was an ex-whore 
married to a rich man, a highly moral 
rich man, a highly moral rich man 
with a highly explosive temper. And 
I was just a poor friend of the 
family who was going to need and 
expect regular, and prompt, infusions 
of good green currency in some of 
the larger denominations. She cried 
a little and called me a monster. She 
insisted that she couldn’t meet my 
demands. I insisted that she could 
and would. She wanted to know how 
anybody could be so cruel. I told her 
that it was easy. She said she thought 
I was Charley’s friend. I said what 
good are friends if you can’t count 
on them in time of need. Then she 
flashed her teeth and said damn you 
you bastard I won’t do it. I said how 
would you like your neighbors’ chil- 
dren to tell your children that their 
mommas told them that you were a 
Picadilly Commando and what serv- 
ice did they perform in the Allied 
war effort. She said how much do 
you want? I said there will be time 
to discuss the details later, first she 
and I were going to seal our bargain. 
She said what do you mean by that. 
I said my room number was 1910 
and I was going up there and get 
in bed, and in a few minutes she was 
going to tell Charley that she had a 
headache and wished to turn in. 
Then she was going to come to my 
room and give me what I figured she 
owed me from 1944. After that we 
would discuss the details of our 
arrangement. 

I left her sitting at the table in a 
state of near shock and headed for 
the elevator. On the way I passed 
Charley and he called out, “How’s 
the boy, Jocko? What’ve you and my 


little woman been talking about all 
this time?” 

“I’ve been telling her what a great 
guy you are, Charley, and how we 
were number one buddies during the 
war.” 

“Great, man,” he said, “here’s to 
friendship,” and he lifted his glass. 
"Hey, where’s your drink? Get with 
it fella, you’re way behind.” 

As I waited for the elevator I could 
hear Charley’s booming voice raised 
in song: “Old soldiers never die — 
never die — never die — they just 
f-a-d-e a-w-a-y.” Good old Charley. 
When you get right down to it, I 
was thinking, where would we be 
without the Charley Crumpels of this 
world. Even the squares serve their 
purpose in the scheme of things. At 
the moment of my triumph, and I 
think you’ll have to admit that I 
carried off the scene with Sybil quite 
well, I was able to take the philo- 
sophical view of things. I read a lot, 
you know. 

When I got back to my room I was 
really looking forward to Sybil’s 
visit. I took a warm, relaxing shower, 
got some good music on the radio, 
turned off the lights, got into bed, 
and waited. Man, this was going to 
be real fine. Pretty soon there came 
a light tap at the door and I said 
come in. I could hear the door open 
and close quietly in the little vesti- 
bule, and light footsteps approached 
the bed across the w'all-to-wall car- 
peting. I threw back the covers and 
said take your clothes off, baby, and 
climb in. I’ve been waiting for you. 
Then the ceiling collapsed and landed 
on me with a terrific thud, and sud- 
denly I was getting hit in the mouth 
and in the gut and in the groin. I 
couldn’t tell how many of them there 
were on me, 4 or 5 anyway. My arm 
was being twisted, my head was be- 
ing pounded against the floor (how 
did I get on the floor) and something 
was happening to my legs when I 
passed out. Then there was this 
banging in my skull, my eyes hurt, 
and I began to see a strip of light 
way off somewhere. Tiny things were 
moving back and forth, lots of tiny 
things, somewhere, and something 
cold and abrasive was rubbing 
against my stomach, my chest, and 
my knees. Bands of steel clasped my 
ankles. My eyes were bulging. Then 
I began to smell the salt air. And I 
heard a voice cry, “Please, Charley, 
pull him up. You’ll drop him on the 
Boardwalk and kill somebody.” An- 
other voice said, “No, I won’t. He’ll 
land on a set back.” 

Holy Jesus, I was hanging head 
down from a 19th floor window, 
( Continued on page 74) 
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"Hey! / was supposed to say BANG!" 


BAILEY & ROTSLER 



"All right, so it isn't coffee. So there's a fly in my 
postum." 


"Next I'll do my impression of a dog chasing a 
rabbit." 





"Yeah, beer! Hurry — where's the bathroom?" 


"I told you not to fool around with other men — 
Mom!" 
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"You say the Colt revolver wasn't patented until 
1 835! I say to hell with it!" 



"See! I told you she never wore any . . 




"Then I said to the boss — 'now do I get my raise?"' 


"Congratulations, Digby — you've been promoted 
to the express elevators." 




"Gee! — you're a lousy cook." 


"He's a seat-of-the-pants flier . . . and, well, leather 
wears best." 
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( Continued from page 71) 
naked, and my skin was scraping 
against the side of the hotel. Way 
down below was the boardwalk and 
the tiny things going back and forth 
were people. The steel bands holding 
my ankles were the hands of a 
drunken Charley Crumpel. Sybil was 
crying, “Please, Charley, please, I 
beg you, pull him in. Think of the 
children.” 

Think of the children! “Hell, 
think of me,” I yelled, trying to twist 
my head around to see Charley. “If 
you drop me you’ll burn for it.” 

“I saved your life once, you rat,” 
he said, “and that was the biggest 
mistake I ever made. Now I figure 
vou belong to me.” 

“For God’s sake stop talking and 
save your strength,” I screamed, or 
you're going to lose me.” 

“That won’t be much of a loss, 
you blackmailing dog,” he says. 
“Hey, Sybil, where’s my drink?” Now 
he was going to hold me by one hand. 

I was about to black out again 
when he calls down, “If I pull you 
up will you swear never to bother 
mv family or me again?” 

“Yes, yes, Charley.” I would have 
sworn to anything by then. 

“And you’ll get right out of this 


hotel, tonight?” 

“Yeah, anything, Charley. Just 
hurry up.” 

“Well, all right then.” Slowly, the 
big ox hauled me back into the room, 
scraping the skin off my belly and 
knees, and dropped me in a heap be- 
side the window. I lay there panting 
while Charley stood over me with 
his big chest heaving from the exer- 
tion. Sybil was standing against the 
wall across the room. After a couple 
of minutes, Charley says, “I think 
I’ll work him over a little more.” 
But Sybil grabs his arm and starts 
dragging him toward the door. 

“That’s enough, Charley,” she 
says. “He’ll know better than to 
bother us anymore. If he ever shows 
up again you’ll kill him and I’ll help 
you.” 

But I wasn’t through yet, no sir. 
She wasn’t getting off that easy. I 
had one more thing to say. “I was 
just trying to help you, Charley. I 
couldn’t stand by and keep my mouth 
shut when I saw how my old buddy 
had been played for a chump by a 
Picadilly Commando. That’s what 
she was, Charley. I was the guy 
that bumped into you that night. I 
paid her five pounds to go to bed 


with me. She was nothing but a 
whore. Get rid of her, Charley, she’s 
no good.” 

They just stood there looking at 
me. Then Charley put his arm around 
her. “Hell, Jocko,” he said, “I knew 
all about Sybil from that first night. 
War does terrible things to people. 
It made her into one kind of a 
prostitute and you into another. Only 
she reformed. Whose money do you 
think it was that got me started in 
business? It was Sybil’s. Without her 
help I probably never would’ve 
amounted to anything. She’s been a 
wonderful wife and mother and I 
was a lucky guy to get her.” 

As they were going out the door, 
Sybil called back, “Your five pounds 
helped, Jocko.” I could hear them 
laughing as they were going down 
the hall. 

Well, you can't win them all. Live 
and learn I always say. I’m back in 
Miami now and a new season is under 
way. An old broad across the lobby 
has been giving me the eye, and that 
stuff dangling from her wrists ain’t 
alfalfa. Tito Schwartz and his Latin 
Rhythm Boys are about to commence 
on the patio and I must be off. Fire, 
fire, cha cha cha. 
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EROTICA 


Now There Are Two Erotica Records 

Two of the most electrifying records ever produced, the famous 
EROTICA #1 and the brand new EROTICA #2, combine to bring 
you a panorama of erotic experience never before recorded. Never 
before have you experienced such heart-pounding delights; intimate, 
uninhibited, startling beyond description. Hear the actual , almost 
unbelievable sounds of erotic love, the soft groans and sighs and 
whispered words that sting and lash desire ( . . . Ovid). These rec- 
ords pay full tribute to the beauty of man’s greatest experience. The 
cries and moans of delight and despair, pain and pleasure, ecstasy 
and exultation, are a thousandfold more meaningful and more beau- 
tiful than any interpretive art. 


the rh\ thins n! love 



A record famous the day it was released. 
The thousands who purchased it were 
thrilled by a bold and daring new ad- 
venture in recorded sound. Never has a 
record received such tremendous com- 
ment and acclaim. The sounds and 
rhythms of erotic love actually come 
alive in breathtaking high-fidelity. This 
record is a masterful epic of the senses. 
It brings you to the peak of the poetic 
ecstasy of creation. It is a startling, 
fantastic presentation you’ll never for- 
get. It is an exciting record, a true col- 
lector’s masterpiece you'll be delighted 
to own. Order your limited edition album 
of this most unique recording today! 


The record all America has been waiting 
for! Erotica #1, the record that “could 
never be equaled", has been equaled 
and in some ways surpassed! Erotica 
a 2 starts with spine-tingling sounds of 
passion, pain and pleasure in tantaliz- 
ing variations. Then Fax brings you the 
true unexpurgated sexuality of Elizabeth- 
an England and Scotland in the form of 
songs and ballads that boldly delight in 
the gratification of the senses. They are 
completely unashamed. And, there is yet 
one more surprise you must discover for 
yourself. If you are especially percep- 
tive, you will find much more going on 
than you think. Order it now! 


••SEND YOUR ORDER TODAY! 

FAX RECORD CO., Dept. 2343 6311 Yucca St., Hollywood 28, Calif 

Please rush me the albums ordered below. I enclose $ ., □ cash, 

n check, □ money order (Sorry, no C.O.D.’s) payment in full. IF I AM NOT COM- 
PLETELY SATISFIED, I CAN RETURN THE ALBUM(S) WITHIN 10 DAYS FOR FULL REFUND. 
(Please, adults only.) 


I I EROTICA. THE RHYTHMS OF LOVE (FAXLP-IOOI) 

( ) 33'/j RPM HIGH FIDELITY RECORD ALBUM <S> @ $ 6.95 

( ) TAPE (SI: □ MONAURAL. □ STEREO @ $10.95 

I I EROTICA NUMBER 2. PASSION. PAIN a PLEASURE (FAXLP-1003) 

( < 33% RPM HIGH FIDELITY RECORD ALBUM ( S * @ $ 6.95 

< ) TAPE'S': □ MONAURAL. □ STEREO @ $10.95 


FREE! SURPRISE BONUS RECORD IF YOU ORDER BOTH EROTICA RECORDS 



ADDRESS 

ZONE-STATE. 

CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS PLEASE ADD 4% SALES TAX 






you are looking at the 
dynamic new fashion 
inspiration from the 
collection of andrew pallack. 


we call it the^X^line. 


If you’re the kind of man that takes fashion seriously, and looks for 
the clothes that depart from the run-of-the-mill . . . you should insist on 
Andrew Pallack fashions. Here is the subtle turn of design that side-steps 
the usual but never leaves the boundaries of elegant good taste. 

Andrew Pallack suits from $100. 

See these suits at the smartest men’s shops in your city or write . . . 

andrew pallack 

120 Fifth Avenue • New York 11, N. Y. • CHeliea 3-2420 


it’s available now at 
the most fashion-wise 
men’s stores in the country. 

the more ordinary stores 
may be fortunate enough 
to have it by 1965! 


